TY YT TT TT TT TT TT TT TT TETY 


Mr. POPE 


| MISCELLANY. 


VOL. u. 


rene 


» 


BOOKS Printed for BERNARD 
LINTO r. 


R. Rroow's Poem. 5 
Mr. Somerville's Poems. | 1 
Mr. Pitt's Poems. 
Mr. Hearts Poems. 
Mr. Fenton's Poems. 
Oxford and Cambridge Poems. . 
Shakeſpear's Poems. Po hs e 
Dean Parnel's Poems, . 2 
Mr. Pope's Poems. SEATS; 
Mr. Gays, Poems. 1 Qs oy 7 
Lady Chadleizh's Poems. 
Mr. Trapp s Pralectionis Poeticæ. 
Mr. Popes Homers Iliad. 6 Vol. 


— 227 3, Vol. er f 3 
a + rein. . 1.4 0 Þ Ng 
| 22 Wi dor Foren. 47 
h INeſſiah. 92 
__——Qde for Muſick. : 


——Temple_ of Fame. 
Rape of the Lock. 

$ m—Elo;ſa to Abelard, 

Mr. Smith's Phedra, 

Mr. Urrys Chaucer. 

| Earl Lauderdale's Virgil. 

| Horace, with Notes upon Notes. 
Dr. King's Miſcellanies. 

| Beza eee 


e r 
"= DEW OE oO 


Rapin a7 7-67 AS. by Mr. Eardintr: oh 
| Daciers Homer, 5 Vol. 

Y Mr. Farquhar's Comedies, 

Sir Richard Steel's Comedies, 

Lord Lansdown's Plays, 

3 


K1SCELLAWY 


VorL. II. 


— an = 


By ſeveral Hands. 


The FIFTIH EDITION. 


"= * — =_— _ TT. — = A gen a 


L£ O N DON: 


Printed for BERNARD LIN Tor, at the Croſi-Keys; 
between the Iemple- Gates in Fleet-firtet, 1727. 


eee 
6 E 


ART 
COOKERY. 


In Imitation of 


Hoxacz's Art of P oetry. 


— N — 


By Dr. KING. 


tr kr kr lr lr k5 n lr c. . r | 


3 A TRE 


bes. 


— 
5 


* 


«—- 


- 


P”. a 


COOKERY, 


Hozacz's Art of Poetry. 


— = 


To Dr. LisTER. 


Ngenious L——, were a picture drawn 
With Cynthia's face, but with a neck like 


brawn ; | 
With wings of turkey, and with feet of calf, 
Tho' drawn by Kneller, it would make you laugh? 
| N | Such 
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Then ſent up but two diſhes nicely dreſt, 
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Such is (good Sir) the figure of a feaſt, 
By ſome rich farmer's wife and ſiſter dreſt. 
Which, were it not for plenty and for ſteam, 


Might be reſembled to a ſick man's dream, 


Where all ideas huddling run ſo faſt, _ 
That ſyllabubs come firſt, and ſoups the laſt. 


Not but that cooks and poets fill were free, 


To ule their pow'r in nice variety; 


Hence mac'rel ſeem delightful to the eyes, 
Tho- dreſs'd with incoherent gooſeberties, = 
Crabs, ſalmon, lobſters are with fennel ſpread, 


Who never touch'd that herb 'till they were dead, 


Vet no man lards ſalt pork with orange peel, 


Or garniſhes his lamb with ſpitchcokt eel. 
A cook perhaps has mighty things profeſs'd, 


What ſignify ſcotch collops to a feaſt? 


Or can you make whip'd cream? Pray what relief 
Will that be to a ſailor who wants beet? 

Who, lately ſhipwreckt, never can have eaſe, 
„Till re-eſtabliſh'd in his pork and peaſe. 

When once begun, let induſtry ne'er ceaſe, 

Till it has render'd all things eee 
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At your deſert bright pe w ter comes too late, * 

When your firſt courſe was all ſerv'd up in plate. 
Moſt knowing Sir! the greateſt part of cooks 

Searching for truth, are couzen'd by its looks. | 

One would have all things little, hence has try'd 

Turkey poults freſh'd, from th'egg in butter fry d, 

Others, to ſhew the largeneſs of their ſou}, 

Prepare your muttons ſwol'd, and oxen whole. 

To vary the ſame things ſome think is art, 

By larding of hogs-feet, and bacon-tart, 

The taſte is now to that perfection brought, 

That care, when wanting ſkill, creates the fault. 
In Covent-garden did a taylor dwell, 

Who might deſerve a place in his own hell: 

Give him a ſingle coat to make, he'd do't; 

A veſt, or breeches ſingly, but the brute 

Cou d neer contrive all three to make a ſuit : 

Rather than frame a ſupper like ſuch clothes, 


I'd have fine eyes and teeth without my noſe. | 


You that from pliant paſte wou'd fabricks raiſe, 
Expecting thence to gain immortal praiſe; | 
Your knuckles try, and let your ſinews know, 
Their pow'r to kneed, and give the form to dough; 
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Chuſe your materials right, your ſeas'ning fix, 
And with your fruit reſplendent ſugar mix: 
From thence of courſe the figure will ariſe, 
And elegance adorn the ſurface of your pies. 
Beauty from order ſprings, the judging eye 
Will tell you if one ſingle plate's awry : 
The cook muſt ſtill regard the preſent time, 
T'omit what's juſt in ſeaſon is a crime. 
Your infant peaſe to ſparrow-graſs prefer, 


Which to the ſupper you may beſt defer. 


Be cautious how you change old bills of fare, 
Such alterations ſhou'd at leaſt be rare; 
Yet credit to the artiſt will accrue, 
Whoin known things ſtill makes th'appearance new. 
Freſh dainties are by Britain's traffick known, | 
And now by conſtant uſe familiar grown 
What Lard of old wou'd bid his cook prepare, 
Mangoes, potargo, champignons, cavare ? 
Or wou'd our thrum-capp'd anceſtors find faul- 
For want of ſugar-tonges, or ſpoons for ſalt. 


Ne things produce new words, and thus Monterh 


Has by one veſſel ſav'd his name from death, 
The ſeaſons change us all, by autumn's froſt 
The ſhady leaves of trees and fruit ate loſt, 


But 
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But then the ſpring breaks forth with freſh ſupplies, 
And from the teeming earth new buds atiſe. 
So ſtubble geeſe at Michaelmas are ſeen 
Upon the ſpit, next May produces green. 
The fate of things lies always in the dark, 
What Cavalier would know St. James's park? 
For Locket's ſtands where gardens once did ſpring, 
And wild ducks quake where graſs hoppers did ſing. 
A princely palace on that ſpace- does riſe, 
Where Sidney's noble muſe found mulberries. 
Since places alter thus, what conſtant thought 
Of filling various diſhes can be taught? 
For he pretends too much, or is a fool, 
Who'd fix thoſe things where faſhion is the rule. 
King Hardicnute midſt Danes and Saxons ſtout, 
Carous'd in nut- brown ale, and din'd on grout: 
Which diſh its priſtine honour fill retains, 
And when each prince is crown'd, in ſplendor reigns. 
By northern cuſtom, duty was expreſt 
To friends departed by their fun'ral feaft. 
Tho' Iv'e conſulted Holingſhead and Stow, 
J find it very difficult to know 
Who to refreſh th'attendants to a grave, 
Burnt-claret firſt, or Naples biſket (Ave... - 
A 4 Trotter 
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10 The An r of Cookery, 
Trotter from quince and apples firſt did frame 
A pye, which ſtill retains his proper name, 
Tho' common grown, yet with white ſagar ſtrow'd, 
And butter'd right, its goodneſs is allow'd. 
As wealth flow 'd in, and plenty ſprang from peace, 
Good humour reign'd, and pleaſures found enereaſe. | 
'T'was uſual then, the banquet to prolong, 
By muſick's charm, and ſome delightful ſong: 
Where ev'ry youth in pleaſing accents ſtrove, 
To tell the ſtratagems and cares of love. 
How ſome ſucceſsful were, how others croſt: 
Then to the ſparkling glaſs wou'd give his toſt: 
Whoſe bloom did moſt in his opinion ſhine, 
To reliſh both the muſick and the wine: 
Why am T ſtyld-a cook, if Pm fo loath 
To marinate my fiſh,, or ſeaſon broth, 
Or ſend up what J roaſt with pleaſing froth ? 
If I my maſter's guſto won't diſcern, 
But thro" my baſhful' folly ſcorn to learn? | 
When among friends good humour takes its birth, 
*Tis not a tedious feaſt prolongs the mirth ; 


But 'tis not reaſon therefore you ſhou'd ſpare, 


When as their future burgeſs you prepare, 


For a fat corporation and their Mayor. 
28255 : All 


The AxrT' of Cookery, 11 
All things ſhou'd find their room in proper place, 
And what adorns this treat, would that diſgrace. 
'Sometimes the. vulgar will of mirth partake, 

75 And have exceſſive doings at their wake: 
'Ev'n taylors at their yearly feaſts look great, 
And all their cucumbers are turn'd to meat. 
A Prince who in a foreſt rides aſtray, 
And weary to ſome cottage finds the way, 
Talks of no pyramids of fowl or biſks of fiſh, 
But hungry ſups his cream ſerv'd up in earthen diſh : 
Quenches his thirſt with ale in nut-brown bowls, 
And takes the haſty raſher from the coals: 
Pleas'd as King Henry with the miller free, 
Who thought himſelf as good a man as he. 
Unleſs ſome ſweetneſs at the bottom lie, 
Who cares for all the crinkling of the pye? 

If you would have me merry with your cheer; 
Be ſo your ſelf, or ſo at leaſt appear. ; 

The things we eat by various. juice controul, 
The narrowne1s or largeneſs of our ſoul, 
Onions will make ev'n heirs or widows weep, 
The tender lettuce brings no ſofter fleep, 
Eat beef or pye- cruſt if you'd ſerious be: 
Your ſhell-fidh raiſes Venus from the ſea; 
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12 The Arr of Cook ERx. 
For nature that inclines to ill or good, 
Still nouriſhes our paſſions by our food. 
Happy the man that has each fortune try'd, 
To whom ſhe much has giv'n, and much deny'd: 
With abſtinence all delicates he ſees, 
And can regale himſelf with toaſt and cheeſe, 
Your betters will deſpiſe you if they ſee, 
Things that are far ſurpaſſing your degree; 
Thetefore beyond your ſubſtance never treat, 
*Tis plenty in ſmall fortune to be neat. 
Tis certain that a ſteward can't afford 
An entertainment equal with his Lord. 
Old age is frugal, gay youth will abound 
With heat, and ſee the flowing cup go rouud. 
A widow has cold pye, nurſe gives you cake, 
From gen'rous merchants ham or ſturgeon take, 
The farmer has brown bread as freſh as day, 
And butter fragrant as the dew of May. 
5 Cornwal ſquab-pye, and Devon white-pot brings, 
And Lie ſter beans and bacon, food of Kings! 
At Chriſtmas time be careful of your fame, 


gee the old tenant's table be the ſame; 
Then if you would ſend up the brawner's head, 
Sweet roſemary and bays around it ſpread: 


His 
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His foaming tuſks let ſome large pippin grace, ( 
Or 'mid thoſe thund'ring ſpears an orange place, 
Sauce like himſelf, offenſive to its foes, 
The roguiſh muſtard, dang'rous to the noſe, 
Sack and the well-ſpic'd Hippocras the wine, 
Waſſail the bowl with ancient ribbands fine, 
Porridge with plumbs, and turkeys with the chine. 
If you perhaps would try ſome diſh unknown, 

Which more peculiarly you'd make your own, 
Like ancient ſailors ftill regard the coaſt, 
By vent'ring out too far you may be loſt. 
By roaſting that which your forefathers boil'd, 
And boiling what they roaſted, much is ſpoil'd. 
That cook to Britiſh palates is compleat, 

Whoſe ſav'ry hand gives turns to common meat. 
Tho' cooks are often men of pregnant wit, 
Through niceneſs of their ſubject, few have writ. 
In what an awkward ſound that ancient ballad ran, 

which with this bluſt ring paragraph began? 
There was a Pꝛince of Lubberland, 
A potentate of high command, 
2n thouland bakers did attend him, 
Ten thouſand bꝛewers did befriend him; 


. Thele 
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ID Thele bzought him killing cruſts, and thole 
Brought him ſmall beer befoze he roſe, 
The Author raiſes mountains ſeeming full, 
But all the cry produces little wool: 
So if you ſue a beggar for a houſe, 
And have a verdict, what d'ye gain? a louſe. : 
Homer more modeſt, if we ſearch his books, 
Will ſhew us that his heroes all were cooks ; 
How lov'd Patroclus with Achilles joins, 
To quarter out the ox, and ſpit the loins. 
Oh could that poet live! cou'd he rehearſe 
Thy journey L— in immortal verſe ! 
Muſe, ſing the man that did to Paris go, 
That he might tafte their ſoups and muſhrooms know. 
Oh how would Homer praiſe their dancing dogs, 
Torn funking cheeſe, and frigacy of frogs! 
Of 1 mid choak'd d at y 3 
But their whole courſes you'd entirely ſee, 
How all their parts from firſt to laſt agree. « 
"18 you all ſorts. of perſons wou'd engage, 
Suit well your eatables to ey'ry age. 
The Ffav'rite child that juſt begins to prattle, . 
And throws away his filyer bells and rattle, 


* 
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Is very humourſome, and makes great clutter, 
Till he has windows on his bread and butter: 
He for repeated ſupper- meat will cry, 
But won't tell mammy what he'd have, or why. 

The ſmooth-fac'd youth that has new guardians\ 

choſe, | 
From play-houſe ſteps to ſupper at the Roſe, 
Where he a main or two at random throws: 
Squand'ring of wealth, impatient of advice, 
His eating muſt be little, coſtly, nice. | 
Maturer age to this delight grown ſtrange, 
Each night frequents his club behind the Change, 
Expecting there frugality and health, 
And honour. riſing from a-ſheriff's wealth: 
Unleſs he ſome inſurance dinner lacks, 
Tis very rarely he frequents Ponzack's, 

But then old age, by ſtill intruding years, 
Torments the feeble heart with anxious fears: 
Moroſe, perverſe in humour, diffident, | 
The more he ſtill abounds, the leſs content, 

His larder and his kitchen too obſerves, 

And now, leſt he ſhould want hereafter, ſtarves: 

Thinks ſcorn of all the preſent. age can give, 

And none theſe threeſcore years knew how to live. 
4. | | But 
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But now the cook muſt paſs through all degrees, 
And. by his art diſcordant tempers pleaſe, 
And miniſter to health and to diſeaſe, 
Far from the parlor have your kitchen plac'd, 
Dainties may in their working be diſgrac'd. 
In private draw your poultry, clean your tripe, 
And from your eels their ſlimy ſubſtance wipe. 
Let cruel offices be done by night, 
For they who like the thing abhor the ſight, 
Next let diſcretion moderate your coſt, 
And when you treat, three courſes be the moſt. 
Let never freſh machines your paſtry try, 
Unleſs grandees or magiſtrates are by, 
Then you may put a dwarf into a pye. 
Or if you'd fright an Alderman or Mayor, 
Within a paſty lodge a living hare ; 
Then midft their graveſt furs ſhall mirth ariſe, 
And all the Guild purſue with joyful cries. 
Croud not your table, let your number be 
Not more than ſev'n, and never leſs than three. 
Tis the deſert that graces all the feaſt, 
For an ill end diſparages the reſt; 
A thoufand things well done, and one forgot, 
Defaces obligation by that blot, 
| | | Make 
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Make your tranſparent ſweet-meats truly nice, 
With 1:4ian ſugar and Arabian ſpice : 
And let your various creams incircled be 
With ſwelling fruit juſt raviſh'd from the tree. 
Let plates and diſhes be from China brought, 
With lively paint and earth tranſparent wrought. 
The Feaſt now done, diſcourſes are renew'd, 
And witty arguments with mirth purſu'd : 
The cheerful maſter midſt his jovial friends, 
His glaſs to their beſt wiſhes recommends. 
The grace cup follows to his ſovereign's health, 
And to his country, plenty, peace and wealth. 
Performing then the piety of grace, 
Each man that pleaſes, re- aſſumes his place: 
While at his gate from ſuch abundant ſtore, 
He ſhowr's his godlike bleſſings on the poor. 

In days of old our fathers went to war, 
ExpeGing ſturdy blows, and hardy fare: 
Their beef they often in their murrions ſtew'd, 
And in their baſket-hilts their bev'rage brew'd. 
Some officer perhaps might give confent, 

To a large cover'd pipkin in his tent, 


Where 
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Where ev'ry thing that ev'ry ſoldier got, 
Fowl, bacon, cabbage, mutton, and what not, 
Was all thrown into bank, and went to pot. 
But when our conqueſts were extenſive grown, 
And thro' the world our Britiſs worth was known, 
Wealth on commanders then flow'd in apace, 
Their champaign ſparkled equal with their Jace: 
Quails, beccofico's, ortelans were ſent 
To grace the levee of a gen'ral's tent; 

In their gilt plate all delicates were ſeen, Lg 


And what was earth before became a rich terrene. 


When the young players get to Tſhington, ; 
They fondly think that all the world's their wn 7 
Prentices, pariſh-clerks, and hectors meet, 

He that is drunk, or bully'd, pays the treat. 
Their talk is looſe, and o'er the bouncing ale, 
At conſtables and juſtices they rail. 

Not thinking cuſtard ſuch a ſerious thing, 

That common-council men 'twill thither bring, 
Where many a man at variance with his wife, 


With ſoft' ning mead and cheeſe- cake ends the ſtrife. 
Ev'n Squires come there, and with their mean 


diſcourſe, | 
Re nder the kitchen, which they fit in, worſe. 


Midwives 
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Midwives demure, and chamber-maids moſt gay, 
Foremen that pick the box, and come to play, 
Here find their entertainment at the height, 

In cream and codlings rev'ling with delight; 


| What theſe approve the great men will diſlike; 


But here's the art, if you the palate ſtrike, 
By management of common things fo well, 


That what was thought the meaneſt, ſhall excel; 


While others ſtrive in vain, all perſons own. 
Such diſhes could be dreſt by you alone. 

When ftraiten'd in your time, and ſervants few, 
You'd richly then compoſe an Ambigue: 
Whereffirſt and ſecond courſe, and your deſert 
All in our ſingle table have their part ; 

From ſuch a vaſt confuſion tis delight, 


To find the jarring elements unite: 


And raiſe a ſtructure grateful to the ſight, 

Be not too far by old example led, 
With caution now we in their footſteps tread; 
The French our reliſh help, and well ſupply 
The want of things too groſs by decency, 
Our fathers moſt admir'd their ſauces ſweet, 
And often aſk'd for ſugar with their meat; 


| They. 
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They butter'd currants on fat veal beſtow'd, 

And rumps of beef with virgin honey firew'd. 

Infipid taſte, old friend, to them who Paris know, 

Where rocombole, ſhallot, and the rank garlick grow* 
Tem Bold did firſt begin the ſtroling mart, 

And drove about his turnips in a cart; 

Sometimes his wife the citizens would pleaſe, 

And from the ſame machine ſell pecks of peaſe. 

Then pippins did in wheel-barrows abound, 

And oranges in whimſey-boards went round. 

Beſs Hoy firſt found it troubleſome to baw}, 

And therefore plac'd her cherries on a ſtall; 


Her currants there and gooſeberries were ſpread _ 


With the enticing gold of gingerbread : 
But flounders, ſprats, and cucumbers were cry d, 
And ey'ry ſound, and ev'ry voice was try'd. 
At laſt the law this hideous din ſuppreſt, 
And order'd that the Sunday ſhould have reſt; 
And that no nymph her noiſy food ſhould ſell, 
Except it were new milk and mackarel. 

There is no diſh but what our cooks have made, 
And merited a charter by their trade. 
Not French kick-ſhaws, or oglio's brought from 8 


Alone have found improvement from their brain; 
e 
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But pudding, brawn, and white-pots own'd to be 
Th' effects of native ingenuity, 

Our Britiſh fleet which now commands the main 
Might glorious wreaths of victory obtain, 
Wou'd they take time: Wou'd they with leiſure work, 
With care would falt their beef, and cure their pork ; 
Wou'd boil that liquot well whene'er they brew, 
Their conqueſt half is to the victualler due. 

Becauſe that thrift and abſtinence are good, 

As many things, if rightly underſtood ; | 
Old Cre/s condemns all perſons to be fops 
That can't regale themſelves with mutton chops: 


He often for ſtufft beef to Bedlam runs, 


And the clean Rummer, as the Peſt-houſe, ſhuns, 
Sometimes poor jack and onions are his diſh, 
And then he ſaints thoſe fry'rs who ſtink of fiſh. 
As for my ſelf, I take him to abſtain, . 
Who has good meat, with decency, tho' plain; 
But tho' my edge be not too nicely ſet, 
Yet I another's appetite may whet; 
May teach him when to buy, when feaſon's paft, 
What's ſtale, what's choice, what plentiful, what 

_ waſte, 7 
And lead him thro' the various maze of taſte, 
| The 
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The fundamental principle of al! 

Is what ingenious. cooks the-relifh call; * 

For when the market ſends in loads of food, : 

They all are taſtleſs till that makes them good. 

Beſides, tis no ignoble piece of care, 

To know for whom it is you wou'd prepare: 

You'd pleaſe a friend, or reconcile a brother, 

A teſty father, or a haughty mother : 


Wou' d mollifie a judge, wou'd cram a foure, 


Or elſe ſome ſmiles from court you may deſire; 
Or wou'd perhaps ſome haſty ſupper give, 

To ſhew the ſplendid ſtate in which you live. 
Purſuant to that int reſt you propoſe, -. — 


Muſt all your wines and all your meat be choſe. 


Let men and manners. ev 1 diſh adapt, 
Who'd force his pepper where his gueſts are clapt? 7 


A caldron of fat beef, and ſtoop of ale, | 


On the huzzaing mob ſhall more prevail, 

Than if you give them with the niceſt art 

Ragouſts of peacocks brains, or fiibert tart. 
The French by ſoups and haut-gouſis glory — | 

And their deſires all terminate in praiſe. 

The thrifty maxim of the wary Dutch, 

Is to fave all the money they can touch, 

got | | Hans, - 
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: Hans, cries the father, ſee a pin lies there, 

A pin a day will fetch a groat a year. | 

To your five farthings join three farthings more. 

And they, if added, make your half-pence four. 
Thus may your ſtock by management encreaſe, 


[Your wats ſhall gain you more than Britain's peace. 

Where love of wealth, and ruſty coin prevail, 

What hopes of ſugar'd cakes or butter'd ale? 
Cooks garniſh out ſome tables, ſome they fill, 

Orin a prudent mixture ſhew their ſkill: 

Clog not your conſtant meals, for diſhes few 

Encreaſe the appetite, when choice and new. 

Ev'n they who will extravagance profeſs, 

Have ſtill an inward hatred for exceſs. 

Meat forc'd too much, untouch d at table lies, 

Few care for carving trifles in diſguiſe, 

Or that fantaſtick diſh ſome call Surpriſe. 

When pleaſures to the eye and palate meet, 

That cook has render'd his great work complete : 

His glory far, like Sir-loin's knighthood, flies, 

Immortal made, as Kir- cat by his pyes. 
Good nature muſt ſome failings over-look, 

Not wilfulneſs, but errors of the cook. | 

=] A ftring 
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A ſtring wont always give the ſound deſign'd 
By the muſician's touch, and heavenly mind; 
Nor will an arrow from the Parthian bow 
Still to the deſtin'd point directly go. 
Perhaps no ſalt is thrown about the diſh, 
Or no fry'd parſley ſcatter'd on the fiſh ; 
Shall 1 in paſtion from my dinner fly, 

And hopes of pardon to my cook deny, 
For things which careleſſneſs might overſee, 
And all mankind commit as well as he ? 

I with compaſſion once may overlook 


A ſcewer ſent to table by my cook: | 
But think not therefore tamely I'll permit 


That he ſhall daily the ſame fault commit, 
For fear the raſcal ſend me up the ſpit. 

Poor Roger Fowler had a gen'rous mind, 
Nor would ſubmit to have his hand confin'd, 
But aim'd at all, yet never cou'd excel | 


In any thing but ftuffing of his veal : 


But when that diſh was in perfection ſeen, 
And that alone, wou'd it not move your ſpleen? 
. Tis true, in a long work ſoft ſlumbers creep, 
And gently fink the artiſt into fleep, ; 

| Ev'n 
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in Lamb himſelf, at the moſt ſolemn feaſt, 


Might have ſome chargers not exactly dreſs'd. 
Tables ſhould be like pidures to the ſight, 

Some diſhes caſt in ſhade, ſome ſpread in light, 

Some at a diſtance brighten, ſome near hand, 

Where eaſe may all their delicace command : 

Some ſhould be mov'd when broken, others laſt 

Thro' the whole treat, incentive to the taſte, 
Locket by many labours feeble grown, 

Up from the kitchen call'd his eldeſt ſon: 

„ Tho' wiſe thy ſelf (ſays he) tho' taught by me, 

« Yet fix this ſentence in thy memory: 

« There are ſome certain things that don't excel, 

« And yet we fay are tolerably well: 

« There's many worthy men a lawyer prize, 

| «+ Whom they diſtinguiſh as of middle ſize, 

« For pleading well at bar, or turning books, 

„ But this is not (my ſon) the fate of cooks, 

% From whoſe myſterious art true pleaſure ſprings 

0 To fall of Garter and to throne of kings, 

« A fimple ſcene, a diſobliging ſong, 

© Which no way to the main deſign belong, 

Or were they abſent, never wou'd be miſs'd, 

++ Have made a well-wrought comedy be hifs'd: 
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So in a feaſt; no intermediate fault 

« Will be allow'd, but if not beſt, tis naught, ” 

He that of feeble nerves and joints complains 

From nine-pins, coits, and from trap-ball abſtains: 
- Cudgels avoids, and ſhuns the wreſtling place, 
Leſt Vinegar reſounds his loud diſgrace. = 
But ev'ry one to cookery pretends, 

Nor maid, nor miſtrefs, e'er-conſult their friends, 

But, Sir, if you would roaſt a pig, be free; 


mY OO mm IH ww 


Why not with Brawn, with Lecket, or with me? 


We'll ſee when tis enough, when both eyes out, 
Or if it wants the nice-concluding bout : | 
But if-it lies too long the crackling's pall'd, 
Not by the drudging-box to be recall'd. 

Our Cambrian fathers ſparing in their food, 


Firſt broil'd their hunted goats on bars of wood, if 
Sharp hunger was their ſeas'ning, or they took | 0 
Such falt as ifſu'd from the native rock. 5 
Their ſallading was never far to ſeek, - 
The poynant water-grafs, or fav'ry leek ; 4 


| Until the Britiſh bards adorn'd this iſle, 
| And taught them how to roaſt, and how to boil: 
4 Then Thalieſſen roſe and ſweetly ſtrung | 
| | His Britiſh harp, inſtructing whilſt he ſung: 


Tanght 
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Taught them that honeſty they ſtill poſſeſs, ' 

, Their truth, their open heart, their modeſt dreſs, 
| Duty to kindred, conſtancy to friends, 

And inward worth, which always recommends ; 

Contempt of wealth and pleaſure to appear 

To all mankind with hoſpitable cheer. 

In after-ages Arthur taught his knights 

At his round table to record their fights, 
Cities eraz'd, encampments forc'd in field, 
Monfters ſubdu'd, and hideous tyrants quell'd, 
Inſpir'd that Cambrian ſoul which ne'er can yield. 
Then Guy, the pride of Warwick, truly great, 
To future heroes due example ſet ; 


By his capacious cauldron made appear, 

From whence the ſpirits riſe, and ftrength of war. 
The preſent age to gallantry enclin'd, 

Is pleas'd with vaſt improvements of the mind. 
He that of honour, wit and mitth partakes, 

May be a fit companion o'er beef-ſteaks, 

His name may be to future times enroll'd 

In Eftcourt's book, whoſe gridir'ns fram'd of gold. 
cScorn not theſe lines defign'd to let you know 
Profits that from a well-plac'd table flow. 
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Tis a ſage queſtion, if the art of cooks 
Is lodg'd by nature, or attain'd by books : 
That man will never frame a noble treat _- B 


- > 


Whoſe whole dependance lies on ſome receit, v 
Then by pure nature ev'ry thing is ſpoil'd, v 
She knows no more than ſtew'd, bak'd, roaſt, and 7 
5 ; T 

H 


boil'd. N 

When art and nature join, th' effect will be 
Some nice ragouſt, or charming fricaſy. -"— Wa 
The lad that wou'd his genius ſo advance, T 
| That on the rope he might ſecurely dance, Fr 
1 From tender years inures himſelf to pains, By 
To ſummer's parching heat and winter's rains,” > 80 
And from the fire of wine and love abſtains: * 
No artiſt can his haut- boys ſtops command, 6 
Unleſs ſome ſkilful maſter form his hand; Kn 


But gentry take their cooks tho' never try'd, 


© | WI 
It ſeems no more to them than up and ride. a 
Preferments granted thus ſhew him a fool, Ha 
N That dreads a parent's check, or rods at ſchool. Th 


Ox-cheek when hot, and wardens bak'd ſome cry, Th 
But 'tis with an intention men ſhould buy. | A 
Others abound with ſuch a plenteous ſtore, Th 
That if you'll let them treat they'll aſk no more: Un 

| HE And 
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And 'tis the vaſt ambition of their ſoul, | 
To ſee their port admir'd, and table full, 
But then amidſt that eringing fawning crowd, ; 
Who talk ſo very much, and laugh ſo loud, 
Who with ſuch grace his honour's actions praiſe, 
How well he fences, dances, ſings and plays; | 
Tell him his liv'ry's rich, his chariot's fine, | 
How choice his meat, and delicate his wine ; 
Surrounded thus, how ſhould the youth deſcry ; 
The happineſs of friendſhip from a lie? 
Friends act with cautious temper when ſincere, 
But flatt'ring impudence is void of care: 5 
So at an rh funeral appears Eh 
A train of drabs with mercenary tears; | 
Who wringing of their hands with hideous moan, 
Know not his name for whom they ſeem to groan ; 
While real grief with filent ſteps proceeds, 
And love unfeign' d with inward paſſion bleeds. 
Hard fate of wealth ; were Lords, as butchers wiſe, 
They from their meat wou d baniſh all the flies: 
The Perſian kings with wine and maſſy bowl 
Search'd to the dark receſſes of the ſoul ; 
That ſo laid open, no one might pretend, 
Unleſs a man of worth, to be their friend; 

3 2 | But 
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But now the gueſts their patrons undermine, Pc 
And ſlander them for giving them their wine. 81 
Great men have dearly thus companions bought, C 
Unleſs by theſe inſtructions - they'll be taught, T 

They ſpread the net, and will themſelves be caught. 
Were Horace, that great maſter, now alive, T 
A feaſt with wit and Judgment he'd contrive.. Rt 
| As thus——ſuppoſing that you would rehearſe =_ [7 
| | | A labour d work, and every diſh a verſe: Bt 
[ He'd lay, mend this, and t'other line, and this, BY 
| If after tryal it were ſtill amiſs; | TT 
4 _ He'd bid you give it a new turn of face, A 

1 Or ſet ſome diſh more curious in its place. 

b | If you perſiſt, he would not ſtrive to move A 
1 A paſſion ſo delightful as ſelf-love. | T 
| | : We ſhou'd ſubmit our treats to criticks view, 5 
And ev'ry prudent cook ſhou' d read Boſſa. FR 
Judgment provides the meat in ſeaſon fit, R 
Which by the genius dreſt, its ſauce is wit. A 
Good beef for men, pudding for youth and age, - 
Come up to the decorum of the ſtage. T 
The critick ſtrikes out all that is not juſt, = 
And tis e en ſo the butler chips his cruſt. = 


Poets . 


ets 
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Poets and paſtry cooks will be the fame, 
Since both of them their images muſt frame. 
Chimera's from the poet's fancies flow, 
The cook contrives his ſhapes in real dough. 

When truth commands, there's no man can offend 
That with a modeſt love corrects his friend. 
Tho' tis in toaſting bread, or butt'ring peaſe, 


So the reproof has temper, kindneſs, eaſe. 


But why ſhou'd we reprove when faults are ſmall ? 
Becauſe 'tis better to have none at all. 


There's often weight in things that ſeem the leaſt, 


And our moſt trifling follies raiſe the jeſt. 

'Tis by his cleanlineſs a cook muſt pleaſe, 
A kitchen will admit of no diſeaſe. 
The fowler and the huntſman both may run 
Amidſt that dirt which he muſt nicely ſnun. 
Empedocles, a ſage of old, would raiſe, 
A name immortal by unuſual ways; 
At laſt his fancies grew ſo very odd, 
He thought by roaſting to be made a God. 
Tho- fat he leapt with his unweildy ſtuff 
In Z:na's flames, ſo to have fire enough. 
Were my cook fat, and [ a ſtander by, 
I'd rather than himſelf his fiſh ſhould fry. 

"3 There 
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There are ſome perſons ſo exceſſive rude, 
That to your private table they'll intrude. 
In vain you fly, in vain pretend to faſt, 


Turn like a fox, they'll catch you at the laſt. 


You muſt, fince bars and doors are no defence, 
Ev'n quit your houſe as in a peſtilence. 

Be quick, nay very quick, or he'l approach, 
And, as you're ſcamp'ring, ſtop you in your coach, 
Then think of all your fins, and you will fee 
How right your guilt and puniſhment — : 
Perhaps no tender pity could prevail, 

But you would throw ſome debtor into jail. 
Now mark th'effect of his prevailing curſe, _ 


| You are detain'd by ſomething that is worſe. 
Were it in my election I ſhould chuſe, 
To meet a rav'nous wolf, or bear got looſe : 


He'll eat and. talk, and talking ftill will eat, 


| No quarter from the paraſite you'll get; 


But like a leech well-fix'd he'll ſuck what's good, 


And never part till ſatisfy d with blood. 
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An Imitation of 


H ORACE 8 Invitation 
OF 
TorquarTus to Supper. 
WHICH Is 


The Fifth Epiſtle to his Firſt Book. 


. By the Same. 


_—_ u 


To a ſmall room, few dithes, and ſome wine, 


F Bellvill can his gen'rous foul confine | 

I ſhall expect my happineſs at nine. 8 
Two bottles of ſmooth Palm, or Anjou white, 
Shall give a welcome, and prepare delight. 


B 4 | Then 


— 


But the Champaigne is to each man his flaſr. 
I tell you with what force 1 keep the ficld, 


The bleflings of geod fortune ſeem refus' d, 


Muſt I of neither wine, nor mirth partake, 


The poor grown 3 rich, and 4960 wiſh 1 
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Then for the Bourdeaux you may freely aſk, 


And if you can exceed it, ſpeak, In yield. 

The ſnow- white damaſk enſigns are diſplay'd, 
And glitt'ring ſalvers 6n the fide-board laid. 
Thus we'll diſperſe all buſy thoughts and cares, 
The gen'rals counſels, and the ſtateſman's fears: 
Nor ſhall ſleep reign in that precedent night, 
Whoſe joyful hours lead on the glorious light, 
Sacred to Brin worth in Blenheim's fight. 
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Unleſs ſometimes with gen'rous freedom us 4. 
Tis madneſs, not frugality, prepares 5 
A vaſt exceſs of wealth for ſquand'ring heir. 


3 


. 


Leſt the cenſorious world ſhould call me rake? 
Who unacquainted with the gen'rous wine, 
E'er ſpoke bold truths, or fram'd a great defign . 


N 0 - E , ; þ, «4» ay LE 
That makes us fanſy ev'ry face has charms; 3 


. 


That gives us courage, and then finds us arms: 
Sees care diſburthen'd, and each tongue employ'd d, 


This 
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This ['l] perform, and promiſe you ſhall ſee 


A cleanlineſs from affectation free: 
No noiſe, no hurry, when the meat's ſet on, 


Or when the diſh is chang'd, the ſervants gone: 


For all things ready, nothing more to fetch, 
Whate' er you want is in the maſter's reach. 
Then for the company, Fil ſee it choſe, 
Their emble matick ſignal is the Roſe. 

If you of Freeman's raillery approve,” 

Of Cotton's laugh, and Minner's tales of love, 


And Bellair's charming voice may be allow'd, 


What can you hope for better from a crow'd? 


Zut I ſhall not preſcribe, conſult your eaſe, 


Write back your men, and number as you pleaſe: 
Try your back-ſtairs, and let your lobby wait, 
A ſtratagem in war is no. deceit, IT 


1 am, Sir, yours, &c. 


1 1 
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| "Hoey Sloach the farmer had a jolly wife, 


wt That knew all the conveniences of life, 
N ll 'W hoſe diligence and cleanlineſs ſupply'd iN} 
1 The wit which nature had to him deny d; 

But then ſhe had a tongue that would be heard, 8 


And make a better man than Slouch a feard. 1 
This made cenſorious perſons of the town 1 
Say, Slonch could hardly call his ſoul his own: | | 
For if he went abroad too much, ſhe'd uſe 
To give him flippers, and lock up his ſhoes. n 
Talking he lov'd, and ne er was more afflidted . 
Than when he was diſturb d or contradited: : 
— WM . Yet 
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Yet {till into his ſtory ſhe would break, — ö 
With, Tis not ſo—Pray give me leave to ſpeak. 
His friends thought this was a tyrannic rule, 
Not differing much from calling of him, Fool ; 
Told him he muſt exert himſelf, and be 
In fact the maſter of his family. 
He ſaid, that the next Te/day noon would ſhow 
Whether he were the Lord at home, or no; 
When their good company he would entreat 
— To well-brew'd ale, and clean, if homely, meat. 

With aking heart home to his wife he goes, 

And on his knees does his raſh act diſcloſe, 
And prays dear Swkey, that one day at leaft, 

He might appear as maſter of the feaſt. 

In grant your wiſh, cries ſhe, that thou may'ſt ſee 

'T were wiſdom to be govern d ſtill by me. 

The gueſts upon the day appointed came, | 

Each bowſy farmer with his ſimp'ring dame. f 

Hoe! Swe! cries Slouch, why doſt not thou appear 3 


Are thefe thy manners when aunt Szap 1s here? 
1 pardon alk, ſays Sue, I'd not offend 
Any my dear invites. much leis his friend. 
Slouch by his kinſman Gruffy had been taugt | = 
| To entertain his friends with finding fault, | 
Yeth Be And . 
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And make the main ingredient of his treat 

His ſaying there was nothing fit to eas; 

The boil'd pork ſtinks, the, roaſt, beef 's not enough, 
The bacon's ruſty, and the hens are tough; 
The veal's all rags, the butter's turn'd to oil; 

And thus I buy good meat for futs to f 803.5 

Tis we are the firſt Slouche; ever fate. 

Down to a pudding without plumbs or fat. 

What teeth or ſtomach's ſtrong enough to feed 
Upon a gooſe my grannum kept ta breed? 
Why muſt old pidgeons, and they ſtale, be dreſt, 
When there's ſo many ſquab ones in the neſt? | 
This beer is ſour, this muſty, thick, and ſtale, - 
And worſe than any thing, except the ale. 

Sue all this while many excuſes made, 

Some things ſhe own'd, at other times the laid 
The fault on chance, but oftge: on the maid. 
Then cheeſe was brought. Says Slouch, This een 
| | hall roll: | by. eld It =, 23 
Yn m. ſure tis hard enough to make A bowl: ls nah 
This is ſkim-milk, and therefore it ſhall "IP 
And this, becauſe tis Suffolk, follow too. We, : n 
But now Se's patience did begin to waſte, ; k 5 
Nor longer could diflimulation laſt. 
TE Pray 


And far enough on this occaſion ſmelt; 
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Pray let me riſe, ſays Sue; my dear, I'll find 

A cheeſe perhaps may be to lovy's mind. 

Then in an entry, ſtanding cloſe, where he 
Alone, and none of all his friends might fee: 

And brandiſhing a cudgel he had felt, 


Til try, my joy, ſhe cry'd, if I can pleaſe 

My deareſt with a taſt of his old cheeſe. 

Slouc h turn d his head, ſaw his wife's vigorous hand 
Wielding her oaken ſapling of command, 

Knew well the twang : Is t the old cheeſe, my dear? 
No need, no need of cheeſe, cries Slouch, I'll ſwear : 
{ think I've din'd as well as my Lord-Mayor. 
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WO neighbours, Clod and d Yale would mar- 
ry'd be; 
But did not in their choice of wives agree. 
Clod thought a cuckgld' was A monſtrous beaſt - 


With two huge gla At geyes and reading creſt ; 


- N ” i 


Therefore reſolving never to be Tuch, 
Married a wife nofie but himſelf could work,” 
Jolt thinking marriage was decreed by fate. 


Which ſhe ws us whom to love, and whom to hate, 
To a young handſome jolly laſs made court, 


And gave his friends convincing reaſon for t, 


That 
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That ſince in life ſuch miſchief may be had, 
Beauty had ſomething ſtill that was not bad. 
Within two months fortune was pleas'd to ſend 
A tinker to Clod's houſe with Braſs to mend. 
The good old wife ſurvey'd the brawny ſpark, 
And found his chine was large, tho' count'nance dark. 


Firſt ſhe appears in all her airs, then tries 
| The ſquinting efforts of her am'rous eyes. 
Much time was ſpent, and much deſire expreſt: 
At laſt the tinker cry'd, Few words are beſt; 
- |} Give me that Killet then, and if I'm true, 
I deatly earn it for the work I do. 

They 'greed: they parted; on the tinker goes 
With the ſame ſtroke of pan, and twang of noſe, 
Till he at Jolt's beheld a ſprightly dame, 

That ſet his native vigour all on flame. 

He looks, fighs, faints, at laſt begins to cry, 
And can you then let a young tinker die? 
Says ſhe, Give me your ſkillet then, and try. 
My ſkillet! Both my heart and fkillet take; 
J wiſh it were a copper for your ſake. 

After all this, not many days did paſs, 

Clod ſitting at Jolt's houſe ſurvey'd the braſs. 


And 
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And glitt'ring pewter ſtanding on the ſhelf. 

Then, after ſome gruff mutt'ring with himſelf, 
Cry'd, prithee, Jolt, how came that ſkillet thine ? | 

You know as well as I, quoth Jol, 'ten't mine; N 
But I'll aſk Naz. 'T was done; Naz told the matter 

In truth as twas; then cry'd, You've got the better: 


| For tell me, deareſt, whether you would chuſe. 
| Too be a gainer by me, or to loſe. 

| As for our neighbour Clod, this I dare ſay, 

[ We've beauty and a ſkillet more than they. 


** 
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s 1 O M Banks by native induſtry was taught 
The various arts how fiſhes might be caught ; 
Sometimes with trembling reed and fingle hair, 


And bait conceal'd, he'd for their death prepare, 


With melancholy though:s and downcaſt eyes, 
Expecting till deceit had gain'd its prize. 
Sometimes in riv'let quick and water clear 
They'd meet a fate more gen'rous from his ſpear. 
To baſkets oft he'd pliant oziers turn, 

Where they might entrance find, but no return. 
His net well-pois'd with lead he'd ſometimes throw, 


Encircling thus his captives all below, 
| But 
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Of fiſhing, were it only for our ſake, 
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But when he would a quick deſtruction make, 


And from afar much larger booty, take, 


He'd thro” the. fiream, where mol! delcening, f ſet | 


From fide to fide his ſtrong capacious net; 


And then his ruſtick crew with mighty poles, 
Would drive his prey out from their ouzy holes, 
And ſo purſue ' em down the rolling flood. 
Gaſpitig for breath, and almaſt choak d- with mud; 
Till they, of farther paſſage quite bereft, 

Were in the maſh with gi!ls entangl'd left. 


| Trot, who liv'd down the ſtream, ne'er thought h his | 


Beer 
Was good, unteſ; he hid his water clear? n 
He goes to Banks, and thus begins his tale: 4 
Lord! if ye knew but how the people rail: 
They cannot boil, nor waſh, nor rinſe, they ſay, 
With water ſometimes ink and ſometimes whey, 
According as you meet with mud or clay. 
Beſides, my wife theſe ſix months could not brew, 
And now the blame of this all's laid on you; 


For it will be a diſmal thing to think 


How we old Trats muſt live and have no drink J 
Therefore, I pray, ſome other method take 


Says 
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Says Banks, I'm ſorry it ſhould be my lot | 
- , RK Ever to diſoblige my goſſip Trot : 
ſet Vet tent my fault; but ſo tis fortune tries one 
| To make his meat become his neighbour's poiſon: 
And ſe we pray for winds upon this coaſt, 


8. By which on t'other natives may be loſt, 
Therefore in patience reſt, tho' I proceed; © 
d; There's no ill-nature in the caſe, but need. 


Tho' for your uſe-this water will not ſerve, 
I'd rather you ſhou'd choak than I ſhou'd ſtarve. 
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Little MOUTHS. 
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By the Same. 


XO M Tondon, Paul the carrier coming down 
To Waniage, meets a beauty of the town 3 
They both accoſt with ſalutation pretty, 
As how doſt Paul? Thank ye, and how doſt Betty? 
Did'ſt ſee our Jack, nor ſiſter? No, you've ſeen, 
I warrant, none but thoſe who ſaw the Queen. 
Many words ſpoke in jeſt, fays Paul, are true, 
I came from Windſor,” and if ſome folks knew 
As much as I, it might be well for you. 
Lord, Paul ! what is't ? why give me ſomething for't, 
This kiſs, and this. The matter's then in ſhort, 
The parliament have made a proclamation, 
Which will this week be ſent all round the nation; 
That 
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That maids with little mouths do all prepare 
On Sunday next to come before the Mayor, 
And that all batchelors be likewiſe there. 
For maids with little mouths ſhall, if they pleaſe, 
From theſe young men chuſe two apiece, 
Betty with bridled chin extends her face, 


, 
N 


And then contracts her lips with ſimpr' ing grace, 
Cries, hem! pray what muſt all the huge ones do 


For huſbands, when we little mouths have two? 

Hold, not ſo faſt, cries he, pray pardon me, 

— Maids with huge gaping wide mouths muſt have 
three. 

1 Þ perry diſtorts her face with hideous ſquawl, ) 

And mouth of a foot wide begins to bawl, 

Oh! Ho! Is't ſo, The caſe is alter'd Paul. 

Is that the point ? I wiſh the three were ten, 

I warrant I'll find mouth if they'll find men, 


* 
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Hold faſt below. 


B 5 the Same. 
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HERE was a lad th'unluekieſt of his crew, 
Was ſtill contriving ſomething bad, but new: 
is comrades all obedience to him paid, 
In executing what deſigns he laid; 
*T was they ſhould rob the orchard, he'd retire, 
His foot was ſafe whilſt their's was in the fire. 
He kept them in the dark to that degree, 
None ſhould preſume to be ſo wiſe as he; - 
But being at the top of all affairs, 
The profit was his own, the miſchief theirs: 
There fell ſome words made him begin to doubt, 
The rogues would grow ſo wiſc to find him out; 
- - WE 
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He was not pleas'd with this, and fo next day 
He cries to em as going juſt to play: 
What a rare jack-daw's neſt is there, look up, 
You ſee 'tis almoſt at the ſteeple's top. 


Ah, ſays another, we can have no hope 
Of getting thither to't without a rope. 
2 Says then the ſleering ſpark with courteous grin, 


* 


By which he drew his infant cullies in; 
Nothing more eaſy: Did you never ſee 
How in ſwarm bees hanging bee by a bee 
Make a long ſort of rope below the tree. 
Why mayn't we do the ſame, good Mr. John! 
For that contrivance pray let me alone. 
Tom fhall hold il, you Will, and 1'1l hold you, 
And then I warrant you the thing will do. 
But if there's any does not care to try, 
Let us have no jack-daws, and what care I! 
That touch d the quick, and ſo they ſoon comply d, 
No argument like that was e'er deny'd, 
And therefore inſtantly the thing was try'd. 
They hanging down on firength above depend, | 
Then to himfelf mutters their truſty friend, 
The dogs are almoſt uſeleſs grown to me, 
I nc'er ſhall have ſuch opportunity 

To 
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To part with em: and ſo een let em go, 


' 
\ 
{ 


7 Then cries aloud: So ho! my lads! ſo ho | 
| You're gone, unleſs ye all hold faſt 'below..; ') MR « 
They've ſerv'd my turn, ſo its fit time to drop em, 
The devil, if he wants em, let him ſtop em. 
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The Incuriovs 


By the Same. 


Virtuoſo had a mind to ſee 

One that would never diſcontented be, 
But in a careleſs way to all agree ; 
He had a ſervant much of Æſop's kind, 

Of perſonage uncouth but ſprightly mind: 
Humpus, ſays he, I order that you find 

Out ſuch a man, with ſuch a character, 

He, in this paper now I give you here, 

Or I will lug your ears, or crack your pate, 


Or rather you ſhall meet with a worſe fate, ö 


For I will break your back, and ſet you ſtrait, 
ring him to dinner. Humpus ſoon withdrew, 
as ſafe, as having ſuch a one in view, 


— — 
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At Covent Garden dial, whom he found 


Sitting with thoughtleſs air, and look profound. 


Who ſolitary gaping without care, 

Seem'd to ſay? who is't will go any where? 

Says Humpus, Sir, my maſter bad me pray 

Your company to dine with him to day. | 

He ſnuffs; then follows, up the ſtairs he goes, 

Never pulls off his hat, nor cleans his ſhoes, 

But looking round him ſaw a handſom room, 

And did not much repent that he was come; 
Cloſe to the fire he draws an elbow chair, 
And lolling eaſy does for ſleep prepare. 

In comes the family, but he ſits ſtill, 

Thinks, let them take the other chairs that will. 

The maſter thus accoſts him, © Sir, you're wet 

«© Pray have a cuſhion underneath your feet. 

Thinks he, if I do ſpoil it, need I care; 

I ſee he has eleven more to ſpare, 

Dinner's brought up, the wife 1s bid retreat, 

And at the upper end mult be his ſeat. 

This is not very uſual thinks the clown, 

But is not all the family his own; 

And why ſhould I, for contradiction's ſake, | 

Loſe a good dinner, which he bids me take? 


If 


If 
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If from his table ſhe diſcarded be, | 
What need [ care, there is the more for me. 
After a while the daughter's bid to ſtand, 
And bring him whatſoever he'll command. 
Thinks he the better from the fairer hand. 
Young maſter next muſt riſe to fill him wine 


$ And ſtarve himſelf to ſee the booby Line, 


He do'ſt. The father aſks, what have you there? 
How dare you give a ſtranger vinegar ? 


dir, 'twas Champaigne I gave him; Sir, indeed! 


Take him and ſcourge him 'till the raſcal bleed; 
Don't ſpare him for his tears nor age : Ill try 
If cat and nine tails can excuſe a lie. 

Thinks the clown that 'twas wine J do believe; 
But ſuch young rogues are apteſt to deceive ; 
He's none of mine, but his own fleſh and blood, 


And how know I but tmay be for his good? 


When the deſert come on, and jellies brought, 
Then. was the diſmal ſcene of finding fault, 
They were ſuch hideous, filthy pois'nous ſtuff} 
Could not be rail'd at, nor reveng'd enough. 
Humpus was aſk d who made e'm. Trembling he 
Said, “ Sir, it was my lady gave em me. 
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TIl take care ſhe ſhall no more poiſon give, 

I'll burn the witch; 'ti'n't fitting ſhe ſhould live; 
Set faggots in the court, I'll make her fry, 

And pray, good Sir, may't it pleaſe you to be by. 
Then ſmiling, ſays the clown, Upon my life, 
A pretty fancy this to burn one's wife. 

And ſince that really is your deſign, 

Pray let me juſt ſtep home, and fetch you mine. 
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1 WAS when the fields imbibe the vernal 
| | ſhow'rs, 
And Venus paints her month with early | 
When Sol, diffuſing genial warmth around, Lo * 
Unbinds the frozen boſom of the ground; 
When gentle Zephyr with refreſhing breath 
Reviv'd each grain that in the womb of earth- 
All winter ſlept; and th' all enlivening ſun, 
Thro' the bright ram had half his progreſs run; 
When birds on ev'ry bough renew their ſongs, 
And Philomel her ev'ning note prolongs; _ 
Then nature ſmiles; then Devotees engage, 
Fhro' the wide world to roam on pilgrimage. 
C 3 From 


That night, by fair adventure ſought our inn; 
All pilgrims, fixt upon the fame deſign. - 
When moſt with care had ſeen their horſes fed, 
Happy were they who got a cleanly bed. 
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From ev'ry ſhire the pious ramblers ſtray, 


But moſt to Canterbury bend their way. E' 
There at the * Martyr's ſhrine a cure they find, In 
For each ſick body, and each love- ſick mind. De 
It ſo befel, that ſeaſon, on a day, BY 
In Southwark at the Talbot-Inn | lay, | T 


Reſoiv'd with zeal my journey to begin? 
With no ſmall of” ring to St. Thomas ſhrine. 
For Prieſis with empty thanks are never ſhamm'd; Þ 
The rich buy heav'n, and ragged rogues are 
damn'd. | 4 
Full nine and twenty more, a jovial crew, 
(Mine hoſt was raviſh'd at a ſight fo new) 


With each I talk d, and each by name could call, L 
So quickly grew familiar with them all. \ 
There we reſolv'd with ſpeed to make our way, J 
And all ſet forward at the break of day. e 
/ 

] 


* Thomas Becket, | 
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But hold a while ; twere requiſite you knew, 
E'er I proceed each pilgrim of the crew. 
III here relate their characters, their age, 
Deſcribe their perſons, and their equipage, 
Their ſex, and what condition they were in; 
This rule obſery'd, I with the Knight begin. 


The Nuight. 


\ Knight there was, whoſe early youth had ſhown 
His love to arms, and paſſion for renown. 
Courteous and affable ; of honour nice ; 
A friend to truth, a foe to ev'ry vice. 
In many brave engagements had he been, 
Known foreign courts, and men and manners ſeen: 
In Chriſtendom: much fame he had acquir'd; 
In Turky he was dreaded and admir d. 
| When Alexandria was beſieg'd and won, 
He paſs'd the trenches firſt, and ſcal'd the town, 
Granada's ſiege increas'd the warrior's fame, 4 
And Algier trembled but to hear his name. 
In fifteen battels deathleſs wreaths he got, 
Three ſingle combats with ſucceſs he fought, 

Cs Muck 
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Much ground he travell'd o'er, for he had ſeen 
Our Saviour's ſepulchre in Paleſtine, | 
The barb'rous infidels had felt his might, 

Fierce in engagement, geatle after fight. 

In council, and in conduct, wiſe and ſtaid; 
In converſation, modeſt as a maid: 

Plain and ſincere, obſervant of the right; 


In mien and manners, an accompliſh'd knight. 


A goodly horſe he rode, well-ſhap'd, and ſtrong; : 


No gaudy ſaddle, nor no trappings long. 


The arms he wore, were bright, and free from ſtain ; | 


His habit ſerviceable, neat; and plain; 
With grateful zeal devoutly he was come 
'To thank the ſaint that brought him ſafely home; 


The Squire. 5 


A fearleſs lover; in a courtly dreſs, 


With curling locks juſt taken from the preſs. 


Of twenty years he ſeem'd, well-ſhap'd and tall, 
Strong was his make, his port majeſtical, 


hk | — _1 


IT him his ſon, a ſprightly Squire, and gay, 
f Youthful and blooming as the month of May; | 


| The 
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The army did his early courage ſee, 


In Flanders and in fertile Picardy: 


He hop'd his valour would all forms remove, 
And plead ſucceſsfully its maſter's love. 

His veſt with various colours did abound,” 
Like flow'ry meads when ſpring adorns the ground.” 
Short was his coat, the ſleeves were long and wide; 
Well could he ſing, and treats and balls provide.“ 
His fiery ſteed he gracefully could ſit; 
Love-ſongs he made, not wholly. void of wit; . 
Some ſkiil in painting too the youth had ſhown, 
Gould draw a miſtreſs, or deſign a town. 
Love o'er his gentle heart did ſo prevail, 
He ſlept as little as the nightingale. 


The Squire's Teoman. 


Els Squire a Yeoman had, and only him, . 
Whoſe truth and diligence deſerv'd eſteem, 
Girt with a belt, his garment. was of green; 


A quiver ſtor'd with arrows, brigh tand keen, 

Hung croſs his ſhoulders in a filken ſtring; 

The feathers borrow'd from the peacock's wing. 
A6 At 
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At his left ſide a weighty ſword he wore, 
And on his arm a well-try'd buckler bore; 
A dagger, ſhort and broad, was ty'd below; 
His ſtrong right hand ſuſtain'd a mighty bow; 
A Chriſtopher his boſom did adorn ; 

In a fair baldricke hung his ſilver horn: 

His ſan-burnt viſage and his graſs-green hood, 


| Might prove him well a ranger of the wood. 


The Praoreſs. 


| © We was with theſe a Nun, a Prioreſs, 
A lady of no ord nary addreſs. 


Her ſmiles were harmleſs, and her look was coy, 
She never ſwore an oath, but by St. Zoye. 
Known by the name of Lady Eglantine : 

She ſung the office with a grace divine; 


| She ſpoke the French of Stratford ſchool, by Bow : 
The French of Paris ſhe did never knw; 


For French of Paris did to her appear 
Strange, as our Law-French to a Frenchman's ear. 


At meals ſhe ſat demure, carv'd meat, and well, 
No morſel from her lips unſeemly fell. 
8 | She 


CCC 


CHAUCER's CHaRacters. 63 
She never dipp'd her finger in the meſs; 
Nor with one drop defil'd her holy dreſs. 
With a becoming grace, and ſmiling eye, 
I She gain'd reſpect from all the company. 
: Eaſy and free, ftill pleaſant at her meat; 
And held it no ſmall pain to counterfeit; 
J She hated ſtatelineſs, yet wiſely knew | 
What fit regard was to her title due. 
f She pity'd ev'ry creature in diſtreſs, 
: Devout, and charitable to excels. 
Her tender heart with ſuch com paſſion fill Kd. 
She'd weep to ſee a poor mouſe caught, and kill'd. 
Her lap-dogs fill with her fair hand the fed, 
| With milk, and roaſt-meat, mixt with crumbs of bread. 
in her own chamber, on her bed they ſlept; 
If any dy'd, moſt bitterly ſhe wept. 
Well ſet her wimple,. nicely pinch'd it was, 
Her noſe was ſtraight, her eyes were grey as glaſs, 
Small was her mouth, her lips were red and ſoft, 
A beauteous forehead, always born aloft, 
Broad, ſmooth and ſhiningeye-brows, neat and mall, 
A ſlender waſte, inclining to be tall. 
A curious garment, wond'rous neat, ſhe wore; 
A pair of beads, with green enamel'd o'er, 
e | Or 


— — 


— — — — m_ — — * * 
. — ä — — — 2 2 
GS: a 
- — — 
mY 


FER was cs — wo 
— 4. — — 


. — —— ʒ—ͤ— - 
r PP 1 
4 . n > L -— — 


«> 2 
— 
le. ewe” 
CRORE —— * 
* 


e 5 
—— 


a RIES 


e 


5 
7 
i 
1 
4 
| 
{ 
il 
$36 
WW 
b 
i294 
N 
(al 
Os 
14 
- 
5 : 
$ 
33 
4 7 
4 
f ' 
1 


7 

- — ä 
> n 

* 2 

neee — 2 


64 CHAUCER's CHARACTERS. 
Of ſhining coral did her arm infold;. 
Grac'd with an ornament of beaten gold: 


Upon it was engrav'd a circling wreath, 


And Amor vincit omnia writ beneath. 


A nun, who ſeldom from her fight did ſtir, 
Her chaplain, and three prieſts, attended her. 


The | Moak. 


EXT theſe a merry Monk appears in place, 


As bravely. mounted, as a lord from court; 
No well-fed abbot bore a comlier port. 

And when in ftate he ambled, all might hear 
The gingling of his bridle, loud and clear, 
As far, almoſt, as any chapel-bell. 

This lordly monk, once keeper of a cell, 
Held good. St. Benness order too ſevere: 
St, Maure to his nice judgment did appear 
Too ftrict, and rigid; for old dotards fit, 


But ſcorn d by priefts of ſpirit, and of wit. 


One ſcripture text be blotted with his pen, 
That ſays all hunters are ungodiy men. 


What | 


Who follow'd hunting more than ſaying maſs. 
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What {hoals of converts would this doctrine raiſe? 
Ishall monks in ftudy paſs laborious days? 

Turn o'er dull fathers, and worm-eaten books, 
; With dazled eyes, and melancholy looks? 


Toil with their hands to make the garden neat ? 


Turn cooks, and baſte the roaſt with their own ſweat 2. 


TJ This Auſiin humbly did: © Did he? (Gaith he) 


1 Auſtin may do the ſame again for me.“ 


He lov'd the chaſe, the hounds metodious cry, 
N Hounds that ran ſwiftly as the ſwallows fly. 

5 His ſleeves I ſaw with furs all lin'd within, 
From Ruſſia brought, the fineſt ſquirrels ſkin ; 
(Hair-ſhirts, he ſaid, provok'd the blood to fin) 
| His hood beneath his double chin to hold, 
'Twas faſten'd with a curious claſp of gold, 

A love knot at the greater end there was; 

His head cloſe ſhav'd, and ſmooth as any glaſs; 
His ſtrutting paunch was ſeldom difappointed $5 
His broad full face ſhone as it were anointed. 
His eyes were fleepy rolling in his head, 
That ſteam'd like furnaces of molten lead. 

| Supple his boots, his horſe he proudly fate, 
You'd take him for a biſhop by his ſtate. 
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Faſts had not made him meagre like a ghoſt, Fo 

But fat he was, and goodly as mine hoſt. H. 

A fat, plump ſwan he lov'd, young, but full grown. Bu 

His horſe was ſleek, and as the berry brown. 1 

| The Fryer. i 
# | | | T1 
AT next, to ev'ry female dear, - H 

A. All the four orders never had his peer. St 

Wanton, diverting ſtill in proſe, or rhime; Al 

He many couples married in his time : 3 Bi 

Some young ones at his own expence he wed,. 7. 

And to their huſbands grief ſoon brought to bed. T. 

A frank companion, ſecret, often try'd; Ne 

To gentle dames, a confeſſor, and guide. 7. 
Licentiate of his order once, and then MH 

For one the curate had, he ſhrifted. ten, | Ne 

He with a ſmile would their confeſſion hear; Ce 

No ſoul had cauſe his penances to fear; | In 

His abſolutions pleaſant, ſoft and mild; O 

He ſtroak d em as a parent does his child. N 


To a poor order lib'ral ladies fly, 
With golden pręfents eaſy penance buy; E 
For 
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For man is obſtinate, and hard of heart, 
He keeps his money, tho he feels the ſmart. 


But to poor fryers you muſt ſilver give; 


'Tis not with pray'rs and faſting they can live. 
He ſtitch'd within his tippet, pretty knives, 


f With ſilver pins, ſmall preſents for kind wives. 

7 In chearful company, he fung all day; 

Iro help his voice could on the cittern play. 
His arms were brawny, few ſuch weights could ging | 

: Strong as a champion for an Engliſh king. 

All inns and taverns in the town he knew, 

ut from the poor he prudently withdrew; 


To rich and lib'ral penitents inclin'd, 
To thoſe was meek, and of an humble mind. 


None, in appearance, more devout could be, 

The ableſt beggar of his houſe was he. 

He farm'd that income, and procur'd a grant 

No holy brother ſhould diſturb his haunt. 
Courſe was his habit, when a begging fryer, 
Fn wanton love-days gorgeous his attire, 

Of fineſt cloth was then his demi-cope ; 

No mendicant, but ſtately as a pope. 
Something he humm'd betwixt a liſp and ſong, 

To make his Englih ſweet upon his tongue, 
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His little pigs-eyes gave unequal light, 

Like ſmall ſtars twinkling in a froſty night. 
The good wives chuckled whereſoe' er he came, 
A uſeful fryer, and Hubert was his name, 


The Merchant. 


ITH theſe a Merchant, in a motley coat, 
| Well monted too, and bearded like a goat. 
A Flanders beaver on his head he wore; 

His boots were neatly buckled on before. 

He prov'd with reaſons ſtrong, and formal face, 
T increaſe in wealth was to increaſe in grace. 
Greedy of gold, and popular eſteem, 

He wiſh'd the ſea were ſhut to all but him; 
Traffick in money he had ſtudied well, 

Knew where th Exchange would riſe, and where it fell, 
In debt to none, in bargains ſtrict and nice, 


Thought unprompt payment was the greateſt vice. | 


What he with pains had got, with care he'd ſave; 
Not charitable, for he ie}dom gave, 


The | 
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The Scholar of Oxford. 


7 Well read clerk of Oxford next attends, 
: A One who had Logick at his finger-ends. 
: Sober his aſpect, thread-bare was his coat, 
4 His carcaſs hollow as an empty boat. 
5 7 The ſteed he ſtrode was lean as any rake, 
g With ſtore of leather wanting on his back. 
0 As yet no benefice he could obtain, 
j No office in his college could he gain; 
plac'd on a ſhelf at his bed's head were found 
JA ſcore of books, ſome ſtitch'd, the reſt ill- bound. 
No harp, no viol, no rich clothes had he, 
But Ariſtotle's deep philoſophy. 
| Coin he had little, 'twas not his intent 
To hoard, for what he got on books he ſpent. 
Devoutly for his patron's ſoul he pray'd, 
| | Whoſe bounty gave that learning which he had. 
Laboriouſly he ftudy'd night and day, 


His words were few, ſpoke in no vulgar way: 
Wieigh'd e er pronounc'd, ſententious, ſhort and clean, 
e Thoughtful his look, and baſhful was his mien. 


Ot 
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Of moral virtue uſefully he'd preach, 4 
He patiently would learn, and gladly teach. 
0 . 1 a n 

W 


The Serjeant at Law, 


1 of the law, diſcreet, preeiſe; i 
Well could he plead at bar, and well adviſe, |? 
Wealthy he was, but frugal of expence, . 
And his ſage look demanded reverence. 


Weighty his arguments; his words were wiſe; Hi. 
Oft' he had ſet as judge at an aſſire: ö All 
There by commiſſion rais'd to high degree, | He 
Maturely weigh'd out juftice equally. w. 
| Robes for the bench he had, and for the bar; Hi. 
No ſerjeant was a greater purchaſer, All 
If ſafe the title, moderate the price, 4 W. 
A good fee-fimple never came amiſs. In 
He for a very buſie man did paſs; "Di 
And yet he ſeem'd much buſier than he was. Ia 
Whole ſhoals of clients in the term he had, ca 


And law enough to make thoſe clients mad. 


J 


All his con veyances were legal, true, 
No flaw was found in any thing he drew. 
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The ſtatutes of the land he had by heart; 
Turn'd all to gold without the chymiſt's art. 

In a plain motley coat he rode, ty d faſt, 

. With a ſtrip'd ſilken ſaſh about his waſte, 


# 
1 


The * Fraullin. 


e. . Franklin was the ſerjeant's chief delight, 

; A His beard was long, and as the dafie white. 
JSanguine he was, and ſtudy'd pleaſure moſt ; 
; His morning's draught, ſack with a nut-brown toaſt. 
N All delicates that money could procure 

| He had; a nice luxurious epicure. 
With fiſh and fowl, with bak'd-meat and with roaſt, 
His table groan'd, he valu'd not the coſt. 

All rarities the nation could afford 
were ſearch'd, and brought to fill his ample board. 
In ev'ry ſeaſon delicates appear, 
Diverſify'd each quarter of the year. 
a Hare, partridge, pheaſant ever were at hand; 
Carp, tench, and breme, as ready at command, 


* A Franklin is 4 Coungry Gentleman who lives upon his Eftate, 
is 1 With 
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With poinant ſauces proper for each diſh : | K 
Woe to the cook where any thing's amiſs! 

Spacious bis hall, and open was the door, | 

Fragments and marrow-bones beſpread the floor ; 
And ready cover'd with all ſorts of food, 

All the long day a table dormant ſtood. 
This worthy Franklin bore a purſe of filk, 
Fixt to his girdle, white as morning milk. 
Knight of the ſhire, firſt juſtice at th'aſſize, 
To help the poor, the doubtful to adviſe. 

In all employments, gen'rous, juſt he prov'd; 
Renown'd for curteſie, by all belov'd. 


. 


HEN came a Dari mouth Seaman far from 


T » 


A very aukward rider at the beſt. 

A coarſe cloth gown he wore, not long, nor wide, 
His dagger in a lace adorn'd his fide. 
He knew thoſe ſultry climates where the ſun 
Turn'd his complexion to a duſky brown. 

To company and mirth he did incline, 


Had ſwallow'd many draught of Bourdeaux Wine. 
8 Kept 
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Kept an obedient ſeaman's conſcience, 

Held borrowing from his owners no offence. 
If 'twas his fate to take the lucky prize, 
| (For ftoutly he would fight) he was ſo wiſe 
; 70 pick the beſt, which ſent by parcels home, 
} Little of worth did to the office come. 
1 4 perfect maſter of the compaſs, he 

4 Cou d ſnun each rock and ſhallow in the ſea 3 

© Had weather'd tempeſts, in engagements been, 
f scap'd many dangers, many countries ſeen. 
+4 Knew ev'ry creek and harbour on the main, 
1 Of England, Scotland, and the coaſt of Spain. 
In many fights his frigate much was fam'd; 
The Magdalene of England it was nam'd. 


The Doctor of Phyjick. 


HE Doctor next; a foe to all exceſs; 
Who travell'd more for health than holineſs. 


In nice Anatomy well-ſkill'd was he, 
5 And not a ſtranger to Aſtronomy, 
f He knew to wire-draw a diſtemper well, 
And cures by magic natural foretel ; 


A deep 
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A deep aſtrologer, that could with eaſe | 

Caſt the nativity of each diſeaſe, 

Show at what punctual hour it ſhould expire, 

In terms which knaves invent and fools admire, 
The cauſe of ev'ry malady he knew, 

Whether of cold, heat, moiſt, or dry, it grew, 

Told which of thoſe engender'd the diſeaſe; 

'T was but removing that, and you'd have eaſe. 

Th' Apothecary waited his command; 

Drugs and Electuaries were ſtill at hand. 

Whatever one preſcrib'd, the other made, 

And each by turns advanc'd the mutual trade. 

He'd tell the wonders wrought by * Phebas' ſon 

What fame the great Hippocrates had won. 

Well read in Galen, Celſus, Avicen, 

In Dioſcorides and Damaſcen. 

Theſe names, and many more, he had by rote, 

Which to th'unlearn'd he never fail'd to quote; 

No bible on his pagan ſhelves had he, 

It was prohibited the laity.— 

In diet fingular ; young tender meat, 

And eaſie of digeſtion, he would eat. 


A ſeulapius. 
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At 2 rich patient's table, bold and free; 
But at his own, he prais'd frugality. 
Jof ſcarlet Perſian ſilk his habit was, 
; And neatly lin'd with taffety, or gauſe. 
Great were his gains, but mod'rate his expence ; 
ne flouriſh'd in a time of peſtilence. 
old 8 the beſt cordial; yet he lov'd to ſee 


1 coyn. d aurum rather than potabile. 


The Wife of Bath. 


3 
. 
ks, * 


- Merry wife of Bath comes next in place, 
F. \ But ſomewhat dent, with an autumnal face, 


3 trade a weaver, one who ſcorn'd to grant 
(Her work out-done at pres, or at Gaunt. 
No matron could with greater zeal incline 
To pay her off "ring at the martyr's ſhrine, 
Iv neither patient, nor devout could be, 

it any rival'd her in charity. 

In her own pariſh ſhe would take the wall, 
Before the proudeſt matron of em all: 


pon a Sunday ever trimly dreſt, 
dhe flaunted forth, the envy of the reſt, 
Vol. II. D Large 


t 
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Large were her kerchiffs, yet more gorgeous made 

With her own work, and full three pound they 
| weigh'd: | 

Scarlet her hoſe, her gloſſy ſhoes were new; 

Bold was her face, and ruddy was its hue. 

Not one of her five huſbands could be found, 

She laid 'em ſafely up in holy ground. 

With theſe ſhe made a ſhift to paſs her youth; 

Such was this good wife's conſtancy and truth. 

She travell'd far, paſs'd many a rapid ſtream, 


Thrice ſaw the reliques of Jeruſalem. 
Rome and the Catacombs ſhe knew full well, v 
Strange things of Cologne and its kings could tell; D 
Spain (he had travell'd o'er from end to end, Bi 
And good St. James was very much her friend. H 
Of various haps and perils by the way, | A; 
Much had ſhe known, and yet much more wou'd ſay 1, 
Upon an ambling pad at eaſe he ſat, In 
Gingling the bitt, and ſlack'd her pace to chat; In 
A ſteeple-hat ſhe wore upon her head, * T} 
Whoſe ample brims were like a buckler ſpread;  Y 
| Ofer her large hips a mantle fairly wrought; A: 


Before, her kerchiff to a point was brought: 


Like 
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Like a rank rider, pointed ſpurs ſhe wore ; 
Of jeſts ſhe had an unexhauſted ſtore. 
Her talk did notably love's art advance, 
For ſhe had practis'd long that old, new dance, 


The Plonghman. 
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| Ploughman follow'd, who had ſtill at hand 

| A Loads of manure t'inrich the grateful land: 
An able, ſtrong, laborious man was he, 

Who liv'd with all in perfect charity. 

He ſerv'd God faithfully, nor hoarded pelf, 

But lov'd his neighbour equal with himſelf, 


4 
3 
£ 
1 
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Hard would he work, and freely would he vive, 
And oft” for God's ſake did the poor relieve. 
2% In dealing juſt, with loſſes not diſmay'd : 
In every kind his tythes he duly paid. 

In a ſhort coat he rode without a ſleeve. 
There was beſide a Miller, and a Reeve, 
A Sumner, and a Pardon-monger too, 
A Steward, and my ſelf, were all the crew. 
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The Moller . 


HE Miller, hardy as his own mill-ſtones, | 

© With brawny fleſh, large ſinews and ſtrong 3 
bones. | 

His ftrength to all the town was knowr too well; 
In wreſtling till he bore away the bell. 
Short-ſhoulder'd, knotty as a ſtubborn oak, | 
Hard to be bent, and harder to be broke. 
Not one, ſo far as he, could pitch a bar, 


Or lift a weight, or ſwing it in the air. 


He'd running force a door with his hard head; 
His beard, like any fox's tail, was red, 


But ſtrait, and even as a gard'ner's ſpade, 


Juſt at the end of his huge noſe he had 


A large black wart, on that a tuft of hairs 


Red, as the briſtles of an old ſow's ears : 
His noſtrils, like a furnace, black and wide 3 
A ſword and buckler hanging on his ſide. 
A babler, with a gormandizing throat; 
As leach' tous as a monkey or a goat, 
1 | Corn 


In 
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Corn he could ſteal, the fame corn thrice he toll'd; 
And yet, they ſay, he had a thumb of gold: 
His coat was white, on bag-pipes he could play, 


And with that muſick brought us on our way. 


The Manciple. | 


A Steward of the Temple next muſt come, 


A pattern for all caterers in town: 


The price of every thing each market had 

He knew, and nicely pick'd the good from bad. 
Sometimes he went on truſt, and ſometimes paid, 
Yet none could over-reach him in his trade. 
Some wonder much how an unletter'd man, 

Of ſuch low, ſordid education, can 

(Who is but one to more than three times ten) 


O'er-reach ſo many grave, wiſe, learned men? 


A practis'd lawyer all things underſtands, 


Th'affairs of half the nation paſs their hands. 
We praiſe unjuſtly, partially condemn, 
As they cheat others, others cozen them, 


By various methods all profeſſions live, 


By their wiſe management he learn'd to thrive. 
DI In 
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And manag'd ſince his maſter came to age. 


In life's long courſe ſuch diff rent ways we run, N 

Some to undo, but moſt to be undone. a 

The Reve, or Steward, ; 

HE Reve, a little, ſlender, chol'rick thing; * 

His face ſhay'd cloſe, and not a hair on chin: * 

His locks above his ears, an inch at leaſt, H 

And dock'd before, like any begging prieſt: R 

His active legs were very lang and lean, A 

Strait as a ſtaff, no calf was to be ſeen. E 

No auditor e'er found him in the wrong: N 

A good accomptant, tho' his bills were long. T 

| Well judg'd he by the drought, and by the rain, A 
| The future product of his ſeed and grain. A 
1 He kept due tale of oxen, ſheep and ſwine, It 
| His lord's March-beer, and his more precious wine; 1 
| | Ai] rents receiv'd, for all things did engage, A 


| 

| O'er ev'ry under-baily he had ſpies, 

| Knew all their cunning, all their knaveries, 
| 155 


> 
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His houſe lay tight, and kept in good repair, f 
Beſide a heath, and in a healthy air; 

Cloſe in a corner, couch'd behind a row | 

Of ſpreading trees; the building ſnug and low. 
The man was warm, with wealth in private ſtor'd, 
And abler far to purchaſe than his Lord. 

| He knew his honour's humour to a hair, 

When it was fit to aſk, or to forbear, 

Wiene'er his Lordſhip wanted a ſupply, 

He with a buſy careful face would fly; 

Run here and there; then bring the luggage home, 
And only. help his maſter to his own. 

He (as thoſe gen'rous Lords are us'd to do) 

Not only thanks him , but rewards him too. 

This ſteward rode upon a ſturdy jade, 

And on his ſide he wore a ruſty blade! 

A wheelwright he had been, in Norfolk known, 
In all the villages near Baldſwell town: 

Tuck'd round his waſte, like any Fryer was he, 
And ſtill rode hindmoſt of the company, 
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Black were his eye-brows, briſtled was his beard, 


The Sumner, or Apparitor. 


1 Sumner was not over-ſtock'd with ; 
grace; G 

He had a bloated, broad, iherubic face; 

Of fiery hue; with hollow eyes and narrow; 

Red as a cock, and leach'rous as a ſparrow. 


And much the children his ſtern viſage fear d. 
His noſe with carbuncles was overſpread, 


His cheeks with white welks on 2 ground of red. 
: : T 

No inward med'cine he could eber procure, 

Had pow'r ſufficient to effect their cure. F 

Not new-kill'd quick-ſilver with ceruſe too, m 


Brimſtone, nor oil of Tartar, ought cou'd do. 
Strong bloody wine he lov'd, and well-dreſs'd fiſh, 
And ſtunk of garlick like a Spaniſh diſh: 


When he was drunk, he'd talk a man to death, 


And belch out Latin with unſavoury breath. 
Two or three common fragments he could ſay; 
No wonder, for he heard it all the day: 


8 


But St 
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But if you preſs'd him farther, you might ſee 
A ſudden end of his philoſophy. 
A leud young fellow, for a quart. of wine, 
Might for a twelvemonth have his concubine. 
N He taught his looſe companions in their ſport, 
| T' evade the cenſure of th'Arch-deacon's court: 
I But if a rich libidinous prize he found, 
Him he enclos'd within his bawdy pound. 
Tunis, as no vulgar ſecret he would tell, 
4 large full purſe is the Arch. deacon's hell. 
If rich mens ſouls within their purſes lie, 
'Tis juſt their ſouls be puniſh'd there, ſay I. 
To him all wenches in the biſhop's ſee 
Paid publick tribute, or a private fee. 
| Boldly he rode, a garland on his head; 


Of all unmarried men and maids, the dread, 


The Pardouer. 


Pardon-monger laſt brought up the rear, 
With patriarchal face, and holy leer: 
His hair was of the hue of yellow wax, 

Strait and unequal as a ſtriek of flax. 


Ds | Yet 
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Yet long, and thin it grew from his large head, 
And all his brawny ſhoulders over-ſpread ; 
Divided into parcels here and there: 

No gaudy hood conceal'd his golden hair; 
For that, with care, was in his wallet laid, 
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Where many curioſities he had. 
Except a little cap, he rode all bare; 
With glaring eyes, like a new ſtarted hare. 
A holy figure ſtitch'd upon his cap; 
ba His wallet hung before him on his lap, 
Stuff d and cramm'd full of pardens, newly come, g 
For greedy zealots, piping hot from Rome. | 
Shrill was his voice as any mountain goat, 
Aloud he ſaid his oriſons by rote: 
A beard he never had, nor cer will have, 
No barber took the pains that chin to ſhave: 
He might have been a gelding, or a mare: 
But never ſure from Berwick ev'n to Ware, 
Was Pard'ner furniſh'd with ſuch precious geere; 
For in his male he had a pollowbere, 
Which piouſly was thought our Lady's veil; 
He kept, beſide, a gobbet of the ſail 
Which Peter had (and now this pard'ner hath) 
When Chriſt rebuk'd him for his little faith. 
A croi 
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A croſs he ſhow'd of tin, ſet full of ſtones; 
And, in a glaſs, a number of pigs bones. 
With theſe, more pardons daily he'd diſpenſe, 
In one poor village would collect more pence, 


; (As by record too plainly does appear) 
Than a poor parſon lab'ring all the Year, 

| Thus, with feign'd flatteries and holy tools, 
He made the parſon and the people fools. 


Howe'er, to tell the truth juſt as it ſtood; 


He ſeem'd in church eccleſiaſtick good, 

A leſſon he could read, or tell a ſtory, 

And roar the Pſalter with no little glory: 

But beſt of all an offertory ſung; 

So loud, ſo chearful, that the chapel rung: 
This gain'd him pence from the deluded crowd; 
Therefore he ſung ſo chearful, and ſo loud. 
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THE 
MILLER Of 7. rompington, 
0 R. THE 


Reve's TALE from Chancey, 


* — 


| : By be Same. 


T Trompingten, not far from Cambridge, ſtood 
A croſs a pleaſant ſtream, a bridge of wood. 

Near it a mill, in low and plaſhy ground, 

Where corn for all the neighb'ring parts was grownd, 

The ſturdy miller with his powder'd locks, 


Proud as a peacock, ſubtle as a ne 
— Could 


ut ME 1 . . mates OP . * 
r * ” n « Dr ad 


— — — Sn ern — — — GT ne — ens — —— ̃ ÜUQ4 nds ag 8 n — F FFF e APO A SOIC Ard ret,» _— — —— — ns 1—— . — — rn 
> 


= DD ISS En — K nee. co 


co The MILLER of Trompington. 


Could pipe, and fiſh, and wreſtle, throw a net, 
Turn drinking cups, and teach young dogs to ſet, 


Brawny, big-bon'd, ſtrong made was every limb, 


But few durſt venture to contend with him. 
A dagger hanging at his belt he had, 


Made of an ancient ſword's well temper'd blade. 


He wore a Sheffeld whittle in his hoſe ; 
Broad was his face, and very flat his noſe ; 
Bald as an ape behind was this man's crown, 
No one could better beat a market down, 
But millers will be thieves; he us'd to ſteal, 
Slyly, and artfully, much corn and meal. 
This miller's wife came of a better race, 
The parſon's daughter of the town the was. 
Her portion ſmall, her education high, : 


She had her breeding in a aunnery. 


Whoe'er he marry'd (Simkin boldly ſaid) 


Should be a maid, well-born, and nicely bred, 
_ You'd laugh to ſee him in his beſt array, 
Strutting before her on a holy day. 


If any boldly durſt accoſt his wife, 


He drew his dag,er, or his Sheffield knife, 
[608 dang rous to provoke a jealous fool; 


She manag'd cunningly her ſtubborn tool, 
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To all beneath her inſolently high, 
Walk'd like a duck, and chatter'd like a pye: 
Proud of her breeding, froward, full of ſcorn, 

As if ſhe were of noble parents born. 
With other virtues of the ſame degree, 
all learn'd in that choice ſchool, the zunnery. 
Their daughter was juſt twenty, coarſe and bold: 
A boy too in a cradle, fix months old. 
Thick, ſhort, and brawny this plump damſel was, 
Her noſe was flat, her eyes were grey as glaſs. 
f Her haunches broad, with breaſts up to her chin, 
Fair was her hair, but tawny was her ſkin, 

A mighty trade this luſty miller drove, 
All for convenience came, not one for love, 
Much griſt from Cambridge to his lot did fall, 
And all the corn they us'd at Scholars-hall, | 
| Their manciple fell dangerouſly ill; 
Bread muſt be had, their griſt went to the mill. 
This Simkin moderately ſtole before, 
Their ſteward fick, he robb'd them ten times more. 
| Their bread fell ſhort; the warden ſtorm'd ; with {kill 
Examin'd thoſe who brought it from the mill, 
The miller to a ſtrict account they call, 
He impudently ſwears he gave 'em all, 
5 Two 


: 9 RK - * 95 0 a 
$94 4 « 9. wi RB ot * Nn * 
2 WAR. P 1 — y 
2 * . * 4 


5 


n 


n 
n 3 
. 1 — 


e ener ing Eg 
CHEF a NE 


= . * * 
2 n 
7 ny” hos ea 
* 5 * W 0 


92 The MILLER of Trompington. 
Two poor young ſcholars, hungry, much diſtreſs'd, 
(Who thought themſelves more wiſe than all the reft) 
Intreat the warden the next corn he ſent | 
To truſt it to their prudent management: 
Both would attend him with ſuch care and art, 
Defy him then to Real the ſmalleſt part. 
At laſt the warden grants what they deſire, 
All is got ready as theſe two require. 
Bold men, tho' diſappainted, ne'er are ſham'd ; 
One was call'd Allen, t'other John was nam'd: 
Both northern men, both in one town were born, 
They mount, and lead the horſe that bears the corn. 
Be careful, Allen cries, and do not ſtray: 


Fear nothing, he replies, 1 know — 


Thus they jog on, and on the road contrive 
To catch the thief; till at the mill they rive. 
Ho Sim, ſays John, what ho, the miller there? 
Who calls, cries Simkin, tell me who you are? | 
How fares your comely daughter and your wife ? 
What, John and Allen? welcome by my life! 
The miller ſaid, what wind has brought you hither ? 
That which makes old wives trudge, brought us to- 
| gether, | 


Who 


n 
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Who keeps no man, muſt his own ſervant be, 
Our manciple is very ſick, and we 
Are with the corn from our good warden come, 
To ſee it grown'd, and bring it ſafely home: 
| Diſpatch it, Sn, with all the haſte you may, 
It ſhall be done (he ſays) without delay. 
[What will you do While I have this in hand? 
Says John, juſt at the hopper will I ſtand, 
(in my whole life I never ſaw griſt grown'd,) 
And mark the clack how juſtly it will ſound. 

A hi, chum John, cries Allen, will you ſo? 
Then will I watch how it ſteals out below. 

Sim, at their plot, maliciouſly did ſmile; 
None could, they thought, ſuch learned clerks beguile, 
He meant to caſt a miſt before their eye, 
(In ſpight of all their fine philoſophy,) 
Neither ſhould find where he convey'd the meal; 
The narrower they watch'd, the more he'd ſteal, 
Theſe ſcholars for their flower, ſhall have the bran ; 
The learned'ſt clark is not the wiſeſt man: 
Then out he ſteals, and finds, where, by the head, 
Their horſe hung faſten'd underneath a ſhed; 
He flips the dricle o'er his neck; the ſteed 


Makes to the fenns, where mares and fillies feed. 
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94 The MILLER of Trompingtos. 
Unmiſs'd comes sim, finds John fix d at his poſt, 
And Allen diligent, no meal was loſt: | 
Now do me juſtice, friends, he ſays, you can 
Convince your warden I'm an honeſt man. 

Now the great work is done, their corn is grown'd, 
The griſt is ſack'd, and ev'ry ſack well bound: 
John runs to fetch the horſe : aloud he cries. 
Come hither Allen; Allen to him flies. _ 


O friend, weare undone 


What mean you, John? 

Look, there's the bridle, but our horſe is gone ! 

Gone! whither ? lays he — Nay heav'n knows, 
not — | | 

Out boits Ss wife, and (with a ready lie) 

She cries, I ſaw him tos his head and play, 

Then ſlip the looſen'd reins, and trot away. 

Which way? they both demand 


bounds, 


I ſaw him ſcamp'ring tow'rd yon fenny grounds: 
Wild mares and colts in thole low marſhes feed. 
Away the ſcholars run with utmoſt ſpeed, 
Forget their former cautious huſbandry ; 

Their fack does at the miller's mercy lie. 

He half a buſhel of their flour does take, 

Then bids his wife ſecure it in a cake. 


[ll 


With wanton 
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[111 ſend theſe empty boys again to ſchool, 
To plot and ſtudy who's the greater. fool : 
Look where the learned blockheads make their way. 
Let us be merry, while thoſe children play. | 
d, Theſe lilly tcholars ran from place to place, 
Now here, now there, unequal was the chace, 
[They call him by his name, whiſtle and ciy 
Ho Ball! but Ball is pleas'd with liberty. 
n;: WW At night into a narrow place they brought him, 
Drove him into a ditch, and there they caught him. 
vs, Weary and wet, as cattle In the rain, 
Allen, and ſimple John, come back again. 
Alas, cries John, wou'd I had ne'er been born ! 
When we return we ſhall be laught to ſcorn. 
Call'd by the fellows, and our warden, fools: 
Our griſt is ſtoln, and we the miller's tools. 
Thus John complains; Allen without remorſe 
Goes to the barn, and in he turns the horſe. 
Boch cold and hungry, wet and dawb'd with mire; 
They find the miller fitting at his fire. 
We can't return, they ſay, before tis light; 
So beg for lodging in your mill to night. 
Simkin replies, Welcome with all my heart, 
Il find you out the moſt convenient part. 
My 
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My houſe is ſtraight, but you are learned men; 7 
You can by dint of argument maintain, 8 
That twenty yards a mile in breadth compriſe: 1 
Now ſhew your art, and make a miller wiſe. | bel 
You're merry friend; but wet and clammy earth, 5 


Hunger and cold provokes few men to mirth. * 
A man complies with neceſſary things, 8 
Content with what he finds, or what he brings. 7 
'Tis meat and drink we earneſily deſire ; CT 
To warm and dry us with a better fire. Mp 
Look, we have coin to pay what you demand ! F* 
We ne'er catch falcons with an empty hand. 4 

Sim ſends his daughter to a neighb' ring houſe N 


For good ſtrong ale, and roaſts a well-fed gooſe, T 
Tho' homely was this room, it was not ſmall ; +1 
They had no other, it muſt ſerve them all. T 

The daughter makes for theſe two youths a bed, T 
Lays on clean ſheets, with blankets fairly ſpread. 


Twelve foot beyond, in the remoteſt place, EY 
There ſtood another for their daughter Grace. It 
The ſupper does with ſprightly mirth abound, 1 
Each has his jeſt, the nappy ale goes round. 1 
Nor the ſquab daughter, nor the wife were nice, 1 


Each health the youths began, Sim pledg'd it twice, 
= 
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The heady liquor ſtupifies their care, 
But midnight paſt, they all to reſt repair, 

| The miller yawn'd, his eyes began to cloſe; 

| The wife got Sim to bed, he had his doſe. 
„ she follow'd him; but ſhe was gay and light, 

Her whiſtle had been wetted too that night; 

| She plac'd the child in cradle by her ſide, 

| To give it ſuck, or rock it if it cry'd. 

| The daughter too, when once the ale was gone, 

| Retir'd to bed; fo Allen did, and John. 

| Sleep on the moſt did inſtantly prevail; 

The miller's luſty doſe of potent ale 

| Made him like any ſtone horſe ſnort and ſnore, 

The treble was behind the baſe before: 
| The wife's horſe-tenor vacant parts did fill, 
The daughter bore her part with wond'rous ſkill, 
They might be heard a furlong from the mill, 
When this melodious conſort firſt began, 

Young Allen tumbling, puſhes his friend John. 
It is impoſſible to ſleep, he ſays, 
Ill up and dance, while this choice muſick plays. 
He cries, What means my brother? — Allen ſaid, 


I mean to ſteal into the daughter's bed, 


©, "Tis 


E 
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; | Tiis faid, the man who in one point 1s griev'd, 
; Ought in another point to be rehev'd. 
| Our corn 1s ſtol'n, and we like foo's are caught, 
The daughter ſhall repay the father's fault. 
O Allen, he replies, think while you can, 
*Fore heav'n the miller is a dangerous man! 
Should he diſcover you, I would be loath 
The thief ſhould wreak his vengeance on us both. 
1 fear him not, ſays zllen, 1am young; 
Ad he's well-ſet, my ſine ws are as ſtrong. 
Then up he gets; 20 friend good luck (he ſaid) 
The dauzhter's trumpet led him to her bed. 
Half ſtupify d with ale, ſhe ſprawling lay; 
He ſoftly creeping in, ſoon hit his way; 
Soon put all knotty queſtions out of doubt, 
Stopping her mouth prevented crying Out. 
| John grumbling lay, while Allens place was void, 
| Am I then idle, while my friend's employ'd ? 
He can revenge himſelt for all his harms, | 


— 


He has the miller's daughter in his arms, 
While 1 lie ſpiritleſs, benumb'd and cold; 
1 ſhall be jear'd to death, when this is told—— 


They nothing can perform, who ne'er begin ; 
Faint heatt, they ſay, did ne'er fair lady win. 
3 Then 
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Then up he roſe, and ſoftly groaping round, 
He found the cradle ſtanding on the ground, 


| Cloſe by the miller's bed; this uneſpy'd 
| He took, and ſet it by his own bed-ſide. 

| The miller's wife had no more griſts to grind, 
ö (Some mills by water move, and ſome by wind) 
The proper utenſil not plac'd at hand, 
| She roſe, by pure neceſlity conſtrain'd. 
| That grand affair diſpatch'd, and feeling round - 
| Her huſband's bed; no cradle could be found, | 


Where am]? Benedicite, ſhe ſaid ' 

This is undoubtedly the ſcholars bed. 

Then turning t'other way, her hand did light 
Full on the cradle, — Now, ſhe cry'd, I'm right, 
Lifting the clothes, into the bed ſhe leap'd, 
And cloſe to John full harmleſly ſhe crept: 

In a ſhort time he takes her in his arms, 

And kindly treats her with unuſual charms. 


| She thought (ſtrange fancies working in her mind) 


Some Saint had made her huſband over-kind, 

Propitious ſtars this fortune did beſtow 

On both, till the third cock began to crow. 
Now Allen fanſied light would ſoon appear, 

He kiſs'd the wench, and ſaid, My Grace, my dear; 
Vol. II. E Thou 


— 


| » 
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Thou kindeſt of thy ſex, the day comes on, 


And we mult part—Alas, will you be gone, ] 
She ſaid, and leave poor harmleſs me alone? ] 
If 1 ſtay longer, we are both undone; ] 


For ſhould your father wake and find me here, 


What will become of me, and you my dear? 
That dread*ul thought (ſhe cries) diſtracts my heart ( 
Too ſoon you won me, and too ſoon we part. ( 
Then clinging round his neck, with weeping eyes, 1 
She ſays, Remember me! Allen replies, F 
II quick] find occaſion to return; Þ 
You ſhall not long for Allen's abſence mourn, B 
Farewel, ſhe cries! But, deareſt, one word more; * 
You'll find upon a ſack behind the door A: 
A cake, and under it a bag of meal: T 
The flour my father and my ſelf did ſteal i 
Out of your ſack; but take it, 'tis your own; Sh 
Be careful, love, — not a word more, be gone. W 
Now Allen ſoftly feeling for his bed, He 
By chance his hand laid on the cradle-head, , He 
And ſhrinking from it, ſaid (with no ſmall fear) Th 
That rogue the miller and his wife lie there. Re 
Turning, he finds Sim's Palate, in he crept; Th 


I'm right, he ſays, dull John all night has ſlept. Hu 
Then 
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Then ſhaking him —— Wake ſwineherd, Allen c ies, 
Ive joyful news —— What? grumb'ing Sim replies. 
am the luckieſt rogue—— by this xo ligbe, 
| ] have had full employment all the night: 

The daughter kindly paid her father's ſcore, 

All night I have embrac'd her — O the whore! 
O thou falſe traytor, clark! thou haſt defil'd 

Our honeſt family, deflower'd our child! 

Thy life ſhall anſwer it; ——with that he caught 
At Allen's throat: young Allen ftoutly fought. 
Both give and take, returning blows with blows; 
But Allen ſtruck the miller on the noſe 

With all his force; out flies the ſtreaming gore, 
And down it runs: They tumble on the floor: 
Then up they get, lab'ring with equal ſtri fe: 

Sim {tumbled'backward quite a-croſs his wife. 

She faſt a-ſleep, none of this ſcuffle heard. 

Wak'd by his fall, and heartily afraid; 

Help Holy croſs of Broholme! (O I faint) 

Help my good angel! help my patron ſaint ! 

The Fiend lies on me like a load of lead! 

Remove this devil, this night mare, or I'm dead! 
Then up ſtarts John, and turns 'em from the wife, 


Hunts for a cudgel to conclude the ſtrife. | 
E 2 - UB 


102 The MILLER of Trompington. 

Up gets the miller, Allen graſps him cloſe, | 

B th play at hard-head, ſtrugling to get looſe, 

Out ſteps the wife, well knowing where there ſtood, 

In a by-corner, a tough piece of wood; 

On this ſhe ſeiz d, and by a glimm'ring I'ght 

Which enter'd at a chink ſaw ſomething white. 

But, by a foul miſtake, twas her ill hap 

To take his bald pate for the ſcholar's cap. 

She lifts the ſtaff, it fell on his bare crown, : 

Strong was the blow, the knock'd her huſband down, 

O lam ſlain, the miller loudly cry'd. 

Live to be hang'd, thou thief, Allen reply'd. 

Away they go, firſt take their meal and cake, 

Then lay the griſt upon their horſe's back. : 

To Scholar's-hall they march, for now 'twas light, 

Pleas'd with the ſtrange adventures of the night. 
The wi e the ſcholars curſes, binds his head, 

Thea liits him up, and lays him on the bed. 

O wife, ſays sim, our daughter is defil'd, | 

That villain Allen has debauch'd our child. 

Miſtaken me for John, he tcld me all; | 

Ten thouſand furies plague that Scholars-hall ! 

O falie abuſive knave ! (the wife reply'd) 

In ev'ry word the villain ſpake he ly'd, 

I wak'd 


2 
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] wak'd, and heard our harmleſs child complain, 


And roſe, to know the cauſe, and eaſe her pain. 


| I found her torn with gripes, a dram | brought, 


And made her take a comfortable draught. 


Then lay down by her, chaff d her ſwelling breaſt, 


And lull 'd her in theſe very arms to. reft. 
All was contrivance, malice all and ſpight, 
T have not parted from her all this night, 
Then is ſhe innocent? Ay by my life, 
As pure and ſpotleſs— as thy boſom wife. 
tm ſatisfy d, ſays sim. O that damn'd Hall! 
Il do the beſt I can to ſtarve them all, 
And thus the miller of his fear is eas'd, 
The mother and the daughter both well-pleas'd, 
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INCE our 76s ſilently deplores 
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To the Memory of Mr. J. Phils. 105 
Since nobler pens their mouraful lays ſuſpend; 
My honeſt zeal, if not my verſe commend, 
Forgive the poet, and approve the friend. > 
Your care had long his fleeting life reſt ain'd, 
One table fed you, and one bed contain'd ; 
For his dear ſake long refllefs nights you bore 
While rat'ling coughs his heaving veſſels tore, 
Much was his pain, but your affliction more. 
Oh! had no ſummons from the noiſy gown 
Call'd thee, un willing to the nauſeous town, 
Thy love had o'er the dull diſeaſe prevall'd 
Thy mirth had cur'd where baffled phyſick fail'd; 
But fince the will of heaver his fate decreed, 
To thy kind care my worthleſs lines ſucceed; 
Fruitleſs our hopes, tho' pious our eſſays, 
Your's to preſerve a friend, and mine to praiſe, 
Oh might I paint him in Miltonian verſe, 
With ſtrains like thoſe he ſung on Glo ſter's herſe; 
But with the meaner tribe I'm forc'd to chime, 
And wanting ſtrength to riſe, deſcend to rhyme. 
With other fire his glorious Flenheim ſhines, 
And all the battle thunders in his lines; 
His nervous verſe great Boileaas ſtrength tranſcends, 
And France to Philips, as to Churchil bends, 
E4 On! 
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Oh! various bard, you all our powers controul, 
You now viſturb, and now divert the ſoul; {4 
| Milion and Butler in thy muſe combine, 
Above the laſt thy manly beauties ſhine ; 
For as I've ſeen when rival wits contend, 
One gayly charge, one gravely wiſe defend; 
This on quick turns and points in vain relies, 
This with a look demure, and ſteady eyes, | 


With dry rebukes, or ſneering praiſe replies. 
So thy grave lines extort a juiter ſmile, 
Reach Butler's fancy, but ſurpaſs his ſtyle; 


„ ES. RE, / - To, RE RI” ESI. 


| He ſpeaks Scarron's low phraſe in humble ſtrains, 
In thee the ſolemn air of great Cervantes reigus. 


What ſounding lines his abject themes expreſs, 
What ſhining words the pompous Shilling dreſs? 


+ WY -» Wo - 2c. 


There, there my cell, immortal made, outvies 


The frailer piles which o'er its ruins riſe, 

i In her beſt light the comick muſe appears, 

When ſhe, with borrow'd pride, the buſkin wears, 
So when nurſe Nokes to act young Ammon tries, 

With ſhambling legs, long chin, and fooliſh eyes; 

| | With dangling hands he ſtrokes th' imperial robe, 

| | | : And with a cuckold's air commands the Globe; 


The 


% 


| When Orpheus ſings the ghoſts no more complain, 


But in his lulling muſick loſe their pain: 


| So calm our ſorrows, and our joys infuſe: 
| Here tural notes a gentle mirth inſpire, 
| Hers lofty lines the kindling reader fire; 
| Like that fair tree you praiſe, the poet charms, 


| See mighty Coſmo's counſellor and triend, 


* 
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The pomp and ſound the whole buffoon diſpl y d, 
And Ammon's ſon more miith thin Gomez made. 

Forgive, dear ſhade, the ſcene my folly draws, 
Thy ftrains divert the grief thy aſhes cauſe: 


So charm the ſallies of the Georgic muſe, 


Cools like the fruit, or like the juice it warms. 
Bleſt clime ! which Vaga's fruitful ſtreams improve, 
Etruria's envy, and her Coſmo's love; 
Redſtreak he quaffs beneath the Chianti vine, 
Gives Tuſcan yearly for thy Scudmore's wine, 
And ev'n his Taſſo would exchange for thine, 
Riſe, riſe, Roſcommon, ſee the Blenheim muſe, 
The dull conitraint of monkiſh rhyme refuſe ; 
See oer the Alps his tow'ring pinions ſoar, 


Where never Engliſh poet reach'd before: 


By turns on Coſino and the bard attend; 
E 5 
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Rich in the coins and buſts of ancient Rome, 
In him he brings a nobler treaſure home; 
In them he views her gods, and domes deſign'd, 
In him the ſoul of Rome, and Virgils mighty mind: 
To him for eaſe retires from toils of ſtate, 
Not half ſo proud to govern, as tranſlate, 
Our Spencer, firſt by Piſan poets taught, 
To us their tales, their ſtyle, and numbers brought, 
To follow ours now Tuſcan bards deſcend, 
From Philips borrow, tho” to Spencer lend, 
Like Philips too, the yoke of rhyme diſdain ; 
They firſt on Engliſh bards impos'd the chain, 
Firſt by an Engliſu bard from rhyme their free- 
dom gain. . | er 
Tyrannick rhyme, that cramps to equal chime, 
The gay, the ſoft, the florid, and ſublime; 
Some fay this chain the doubtful ſenſe decides, | 
Confines the fancy, and the judgment guides ; 
Tm ſure in needleſs bonds it poets ties, 
4 Procruſtes like, the ax or wheel applies, 
To lop the mangled ſenſe, or ſtretch it into ſize: 
At beſt a crutch that lifts the weak along, 
Supports the feeble, but retards the ſtrong; 
| And 
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And the chance thoughts when govern'd by the cloſe, 


Oft riſe. to fuſtian, or deſcend to proſe. 


Your judgment Yhilips, rul'd with ſteady ſway, 


| You us'd no curbing rhyme, the muſe to ſtay, 
To flop her fury or direct her way. 


Thee on the wing thy uncheck'd vigor bore, 
To wanton freely, or ſecurely ſoar, | 
So the ſtretch'd cord the ſhackle-dancer tries, 


| As prone to fall, as impotent to riſe; 
| When freed he moves, the ſturdy cable bends, 
He mounts with pleaſure, and ſecure deſcends ; 
| Now dropping feems to ſtrike the diſtant ground, 


| Now high in air his quiv'ring feet rebound, 


Rail on, ye triflers, who to Will's repair 


For new lampoons, freſh cant, or modiſh air; 
| Rail on at Milton's ſon, who wilely bold 


Rejects new phraſes, and reſumes the old: 
Thus Chaucer lives in younger Spexcer's ſtrains, 
In Maro's page reviving Ennis reigns ; 

The ancient words the majeſty compleat, 


And make the poem venerabiy great: 


| So when the queen in royal habit's dreſt, 


| Old myſtick emblems grace the th'imperial veſt, 


And in Elixa's robes all Anna ſands confeſt. 
E 6 | A haughty 


| 
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A haughty bard to fame by volumes rais'd, 
At Dick's, and Batſon's, and thro' Smirhfield vrais'd, 
Cries out aloud——Bold Oxford bard forbear 


With rugged numbe s to torment my ear; 
Yet not like thee the heavy critick ſoars, 


But paints in fuſtian, or in turn deplores ; 

With Bunyar's ſtyle profanes heroic ſongs, 

To the tenth page lean homilies prolongs; 

For far-fetch'd rhymes makes puzled angels ſtrain, 
And in low verſe dull Lucifer complain; 

His envious muſe by native dulneſs curſt, 


Damns the beſt poems, and contrives the worſt. 


Beyond his praiſe or blame thy works prevail, 
Compleat where Dryden and thy Milton fail; 
Great Milton's wing on lower themes ſubſides, 
And Dryden oft' in rhyme his weakneſs hides ; 
You ne'er with jingling words deceive the ear, 
And yet, on humble ſubjects, great appear. 
Thrice happy youth, whom noble Js crowns! 


Whom Blackmore cenſures, and Godolphin owns; 


So on the tuneful Margarita's tongue 
The liſt'ning nymphs, and raviſh'd heroes hung ; - 


But citts and fops the heav'n-born muſick blame, 


And baw], and hiſs, and damn her into fame; 
Like 


D 


ke 


| How the laſt trumpet wakes the lazy dead, 


Who now ſhall! God-like Anna's fame diffuſe ? 
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Like her ſweet voice is thy harmonious ſong, 


As high, as ſweet, as eaſy, and as ſtrong. 
Oh! had relenting heav'n prolong'd his days, 
The tow'ring bard had ſung in nobler lays, 


How ſaints aloft the croſs triumphant ſpread ;- 
How op'ning heav'ns their happy regions ſhow 
And dawning gulphs with flaming vengeance glow, 
And ſaints rejoyce above, and ſinners howl below: 
Well might he ſing the day he could not fear, 
And paint the glories he was ſure to wear. 

Oh beſt of friends, will ne'er the lent urn 
To our juſt vows the hapleſs youth return? | 
Muſt he no more divert the tedious day ? 
Nor ſparkling thoughts in antique words convey ? 
No more to harmleſs irony deſcend, 
To noily fools a grave attention lend, 
Nor merry tales with learn'd quotations blend? 
No more in falſe pathetick phraſe complain 


Of Del:a's wit, her charms, and her diſdain? 


Muſt ſhe, when moſt ſhe merits, want a mule ? 
Who now our Twyſden's glorious fate ſhall tell; 
How lov'd he liv'd, and how deplor'd he fell: 

4 | How, 
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How, while the troubled elements around, 


Earth, water, air, the ſtunning din refound ; 


Through ſtreams of imoak, and ad verſe fire he rides; 


While ev'ry ſhot is levell'd at his ſides; 

How, while the fainting Dutch remotely fire, 
And the fam'd Exgene's iron troops retire, 

In the firſt front amidſt a ſlaughter'd pile, 
High on the mound he dy'd near Great Argyle, 

Whom thall IL find unbyaſs'd in diſpute, 

Eager to learn, unwilling to confute ? 
To whom the labours of my ſoul diſcloſe ? 
Reveal my pleaſure, or diſcharge my woes? 
Oh! in that heav'nly youth for ever ends 
The beſt of ſons, of brothers, and of triends. 
He ſacred friendſhip's ſtricteſt laws obey'd, 


Yet more by conſcience than by friendſhip ſway'd; 


Againſt himſelf his gratitude maintain'd, 
By favours paſt, not future proſpects gain'd: 
Not nicely chuſing, tho' by all deſir'd; 


Tho' learn'd, not vain ; and humble, tho' admir'd : 


Candid to all, but to himſelf ſevere, 
In humour pliant, as in life auſtere. 
A wiſe content his even ſoul ſecur'd, 
By want not ſhaken, nor by weal.h allur'd. 
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To all ſincere, tho' earneſt to commend, 
Could praiſe a rival, or condemn a friend, 
To him old Greece and Rome were fully known, 
Their tongues, their ſpirit, and their ſtyles his own: 
Pleas'd the leaſt ſteps of famous men to view, 
Our author's works, and lives, and ſouls he knew; 
Paid to the learn'd and great the ſame eſteem, 
The one his pattern, and the one his theme: 
With equal judgment his capacious mind 
Warm Pindar's rage, and Euclid's reaſon join'd. 
Judicious phyfick's noble art to gain 
All drugs and plants explor'd, alas in vain! 
The drugs and plants their drooping maſter fail'd, 
Nor goodneſs now, nor learning ought avail'd: 
Yet to the bard his Churchill's ſoul they gave, 
And made. him ſcorn the life they could not fave. 
Elſe could he bear unmov'd the fatal gueſt, 
The weight that all his fainting limbs oppreſt, 
The coughs that ſtruggled from his weary breaſt ? | 
Could he unmov'd approaching death ſuſtain ? 
Its flow advances, and its racking pain? 
Could he ſerene his weeping friends ſurvey, 
In his laſt hours his eaſy wit diſplay, 
Like the rich fruit he ſings, delicious in decay ? 
Once 
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Once on thy friends look down, lamented ſhade, 


And view the honours to thy aſhes paid; 5 
Some thy lov'd duſt in Parian ſtones enſhrine, N 
Others immortal epitaphs deſign; | 4 


With wit, and firength, that only yields to thine : . 
Ev'h I, tho' flow to touch the painful ſtring 

Awake from flumber, and attempt to ſing. 

Thee, Philips, thee deſpairing Vaza mourns, | 

And gentle Jþs ſoft complaints returns; 


Dormer laments amid 'it the wars alarms; 


And Cecil weeps in beauteous Tufton's arms; 


Thee on the Po kind Somerſet deplores, 


And ev'n that charming ſcene his grief reſtores : 2 
He to thy loſs each mournful air applies, : 
Mindful of thee on huge Taburnus lies, ” 
But moſt at Virgil's tomb his ſwelling ſorrows riſe, 7 
But you, his darling friends, lament no more, 

Diſplay his fame, and not his fate deplore: | | 
And let no tears from erring pity flow, | 

For one that's bleſt above, immortaliz'd below. , 
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THE 
Story of ARACHNE, 
From the beginning of the ſixth Book of 


OVID's METAMO RPHOSES. 


By Mr. F. GA. 


Allas, attentive heard the Muſes ſong, | 
Pleas'd that ſo well they had reveng'd their 


wrong; 
Reflecting thus, — A vulgar ſoul can praiſe, 
My fame Jet glorious emulation raiſe, | 
Swift vengeance ſhall purſue th'audacious pride 
That dares my ſacred Deity deride. 
Revenge 
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Revenge the Goddeſs in her breaſt revolves, 
And ſtrait the bold Arachne's fate reſolves. 

Her haughty mind to heav'n difdain'd to bend, 
And durſt with Pallas in her art contend. 
No famous town fhe boaſts, or noble name; 
But to her ſkillful hand owes all her fame ; 
Idmon her father on his trade rely'd, 

And thirſty wool in purple juices dy'd; 

Her mother, whom the ihades of death confine, 
Was, like her huſband, born of vulgar line. 

At ſmall Zypepe though ſhe did reſide, 

Vet induſtry proclaim'd what birth deny'd, 

All Lydia to her name due hon ur pays, 

And ev'ry city ſpeaks Arachne's praiſe. 
Nymphs of Timolus quit their ſhady woods, 
Nymphs of Pattolus leave their goluca floods, 
And oft' with pleaſure round her gazing ſtand, 
Admire her work, and praile her artlul hand, 


They view each motion, with new wonder ſeiz'd; 


More than the work her graceful manner pleas'd. 
Whether raw wool in its firſt orbs che wound, 
Or with ſwift fingers twirl'd the ſpindle round, 
Whether ſhe pick'd with care the knotty piece, 
Or comb'd like ſtreaky clouds the ſtretching fleece, 


Whether 


e 
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Whether her needle play'd the pencil's part; 
'Twas plain from Pallas ſhe deriv'd her art. 
But ſhe unable to ſuſtain her pride, 

The very miſtreſs of her art defy d. 

pallas obſcures her bright celeſtial grace, 

And takes an old decrepit beldam's face. 

Her head is ſcatter'd o'er with filver hairs, 

| Which ſeems to bend beneath a load of years. 
Her trembling hand, emboſs'd with livid veins, 
On truſty ſtaff her feeble limbs ſuſtains, 

She thus accoſts the nym;h, « Be timely wiſe, 
Do not the wholſome words of age deſpiſe, 
For in the hoary head ex; erience lies: 

« On earth contend the greateſt name to gain, 
To Pallas yield; with hcav'n you ſtrive in vain.” 

. Contempt contracts her brow, her paſſions riſe, 
Wrath and diſdain inflame her rolling cyes: 

At once the tangling thread away ſhe throws, 

And ſcarce can curb her threatning hands from blows. 
„ Worn out with age, and by citeaſe declin'd, 

« {She cries) thy carcaſe has ſarviv'd thy mind; 

« Theſe lectures might thy ſervile daughters move, 


* And wary doctrines for thy neeces prove; 


« My. 
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« My counſel's from my ſelf, my will commands, 


« And my firſt reſolution always ſtands; 

« Let her contend; or does her fear impart 

* That conqueſt waits on my ſuperior art? 
The goddeſs ſtrait throws off her old diſguiſe, 

And heav'nly beauty ſparkles in her eyes, 

A youthful bloom fills up each wrinkled trace, 

And Pallas ſmiles with ev'ry wonted grace. 

The nymphs ſurpriz'd the deity adore, 

And Tydian dames confeſs her matchleſs pow'r; 

The rival maid alone unmov'd remains, 

Yet a ſwift bluſh her guilty feature ſtains; 

In her unwilling cheek the crimſon glows, : 

And her check'd pride a ſhort confuſion knows. 

SO when Aurora firſt unveils her eyes, 

A purple dawn inveſts the bluſhing ſkies; 


But ſoon bright Phoebus gains th' horizon's height, 


And gilds the hemiſphere with ſpreading light. 
Deſire of conqueſt ſways the giddy maid, 


To certain ruin by vain hopes betray'd, 

The goddeſs with her ſtubborn will comply' d, 
And deign'd by trial to convince her pride, 
Both take their ſtations, and the piece prepare, 
And order ev'ry ſlender thread with care; 


The 
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The web inwraps the beam; the reed divides, 
While through the wid'ning f pace the ſhuttle glides, 
Which their ſwift hands receive ; then pois'd with 

lead, 
The ſwinging weight ſtrikes cloſe th' inſerted thread. 
They gird their flowing garments round their waſt, 
And ply their feet and arms with dext'rous haſte, 


Here each inweaves the richeſt Tyrian dye, 


There fainter ſhades in ſoften d order lye; 

duch various mixtures in the texture ſhine, 

Set off the work, and brighten each deſign: 

As when the ſun his piercing rays extends, 

When from thin clouds ſome driſly lhow'r deſcends, 

We ſee the ſpacious humid arch appear, 

Whoſe tranſient colours paint the ſplendid air: 

By ſuch degrees the deep'ning ſhadows riſe 

As pleaſingly deceive our dazled eyes; 

And though the ſame th adjoining colour ſeems, 

Yet hues of diff 'rent natures die th' extremes. 

Here heigth'ning gold they midſt the woof diſpoſe, 

And in the web this antique ſtory roſe, _ 
Pallas the lofty ind unt of Mears deſigns, 

Celeſtial judgment guides chunerling lines; 


Here, 


120 The STORY of ARACHNRE. 


Here, in juſt view, th'thenian ſtructures fland, W. 
And there, the Gods contend to name the land; Ire 
Twelve deities ſhe frames with ſtately mien, F 
And in the midſt ſuperior Jove is ſeen; Th 
A glowing warmth the blended colours give, W. 
The figures in the picture ſeem to live. Irn 
Heav'n's thund'ring monarch ſits with awful grace, ro 
And dread omnipotence imprints his face: = An 
There Neptune ftood, aiſdain fully he frown'd, I 


And with his trident ſmote the trembling ground, 
The parting rocks a ſpacious chaſm diſcloſe, : 
From whence a fiery prancing ſteed aroſe; 

And on that uſeful gift he founds his claim, 

To grace the city with his honour'd name. - 

See her own figure next with martial air, 
A ſhining helmet decks her flowing hair; 

Her thoughtful breaſt her well pois'd ſhield defends, 
And her bare arm a glitt'ring ſpear extends, 
With which ſhe wounds the plain; from thence aroſe 
pe” ſpreading tree, green olives load the boughs; | 
The pow'rs her gift behold with wond'ring eyes, 
And to the godaels give the rightful prize, 
duch mercy checks her wrath, that to diſſuade [1 


By others fate the too preſumptuous maid, The 
„ With 
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With miniature ſhe fills each corner ſpace, 
To curb her pride, and ſave her from diſgrace, 


Hæmus and Rhodope in this ſhe wrought, 


The beauteous colours ſpoke her lively thought; 


— — - - 


With arrogance and fierce ambition fir'd, 
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They to the ſacred names of Gods aſpir'd; 

To mountains chang'd their lofty heads ariſe, 

And loſe their leſſ'ning ſummits in the ſkies. 
In that, in all the ſtrength of art was ſeen 
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The wretched fate of the Pygmæan queen; 
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Juno enrag'd, reſents th' audacious aim, 


And to a crane transforms the vanquiſh'd dame; 
In that voracious ſhape ſhe ſtill appears, 
And plagues her people with perpetual wars, 
In this, Antigone for beauty ſtrove 
With the bright conſort of imperial Jove : 
„ uno incens'd, her royal pow'r diſplay'd, 
And to a bird converts the haughty maid, 
e Laomedon his daughter's fate be wails, 
Nor his, nor Ilion's fervent pray'r prevails, 
But on her lovely tkin white feathers riſe, 
Chang'd to a clam'rous ſtork ſhe mounts the ſkies, 
In the remaining orb, the heav'nly maid 
The tale of childiſh Cynaras diſplay d, 
h | A ſettled 
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And her own tree incloſes the deſign. 


122 The STory of ARACHNE. 


A ſettled anguiſh in his look appears, | 11 
And from his bloodſhot eyes flow ſtreams of tears; 
On the cold ground, no more a father, thrown; 
He, for hs daughters claſp'd the poliſh'd ſtone. 
And when he ſought to hold their wonted charms, 
The temple's ſteps deceiv'd his eager arms. 
Wreaths of green clive round the border twine, 


Arachne paints th'amours of mighty Jove, 
How in a bull the God diſguis'd his love, 


A real bull ſeems in the piece to roar, In 
And real billows breaking on the ſhore: _ . 
In fair Europa's face appears ſurprize, in 
To the retreating land the turns her eyes, T 
And ſeeras to call her maids, who wond'ring ſtood, 1 
And with their tears increas'd the briny flood; Hi 
Her trembling feet the by contraction faves * 
From the rude inſult of the riting waves. 

Here am'rous Jove diſſolving Leda trod, WW 
And in the vig'rous ſwan conceal'd the God. Ar 
Love lends him now an eagle's new diſguiſe, (F 
Beneath his flutt'ring wings Asteria lics. T! 
Th' enliv'ning colours here with force expreſs'd Ex 


How Jove the fair Antigpe Carels'd, | 


inſtilling love tranſports the glowing dame, | 
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In a ſtrong ſatyr's muſcled form he came ö 


| 
And luſty twins reward his nervous flame. 
Here how he ſooth'd the bright Alcmena's love, 


Who for Amphitryon took th' impoſtor Jove, 


And how the God, in golden ſhow'r, allur'd 
The guarded nymph, in brazen walls immur' d- 
How, in a ſwain, Mnemoſyne he charms; 

How lambent flame the fair Zgina warms : 

And how with various glitt'ring hues inlaid | 


| In ſerpent's form Devis he betray'd. 


Here you, great Neptune, with a ſhort-liv'd flame 

In a young bull enjoy th' Zohan dame, 

Then in Enipeus ſhape intrigues purſue, 7 

Tis thus th Aloids boaſt deſcent from you; _ 

Here to Biſaltis was thy love convey'd, 

When a rough ram deceiv'd the yielding maid, | 
Ceres, kind mother of the bounteous year, 


| Whoſe golden locks a ſheafy garland bear; 


And the dread dame, with hiſſing ſerpents hung, 
(From whom the Pegaſæan courſer ſprung) 

Thee in a ſnuffling ſtallion's form enjoy, 
Exhauſt thy ſtrength, and ev'ry nerve employ; 
Vol. II. E  Melantho 
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Melantho as a dolptun you betray, 

And fport in pleaſures on the rolling ſea; 

Such juſt proportion graces ev'ry part, 

Nature her ſelf appears improv'd by art. 

Here in diſguiſe was mighty Phœbus ſeen. 

With clowniſh aſpect, and a ruſtick mien; 

Again transform'd, he's dreſs'd in faulcon's plumes, 


And now the lion's noble ſhape aſſumes; 


Now, in a ſhepherd's form, with treach'rous ſmiles 


He Macareian Iſes heart beguiles. 


Here his plump ſhape enamour'd Bacchus leaves, 
And in the grape Erigone deceives. 

There Saturn, in a neighing horſe, ſhe wove, 
And Chiroz's double form rewards his love. 


Feſtoons of flow'rs inwove with ivy ſhine, 


Border the wond'rous piece, and round the textur: 
twine. | 
Not Pallas, nor ev'n Spleen it ſelf could blame, 


The wond'rous work of the Maonian dame; 


With grief her vaſt ſucceſs the goddels bore, 
And of celeſtial crimes the ſtory tore. 

Her boxen ſhuttle, now enrag'd, ſhe took, 
aud thrice the proud, lampenian artiſt ſtruck ; 
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Th' unhappy maid, to ſee her labours vain, 
Grew reſolute with pride, and ſhame, and pain: 
Around her neck a fatal nooſe ſhe ty'd, 

And ſought by ſudden death her guilt to hide. 
pallas with pity ſaw the deſp'rate deed, 

And thus the virgin's milder fate decreed, 

« Live, impious rival, mindful of thy crime, 

© Suſpended thus to waſie thy future time, 

« Thy puniſhment involves thy num'rous race, 
„ Who, for thy fault, ſhall ſhare in thy diſgrace; ” 
Her incantation magick Juices aid, 

With ſprinkling drops ſhe bath'd the pendent maid, 
And thus the charm its noxious pow'r diſplay'd. 


Like leaves in autumn drop her falling hairs, 
With theſe her noſe, and next her riſing eats. | 
15 Her head to the minuteſt ſubſtance ſhrunk, 

The potent juice contracts her changing trunk; 
Coſe to her ſides her ſlender fingers clung, 
There chang'd to nimble feet in order hung; 
Her bloated belly ſwells to larger ſize, 


Which now with ſmalleſt threads her work floplits; 1 


us 


The virgin in the ſpider ſtill remains; 
And in that ſhape her former art retains, 
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To the Right Honourable the 


Earl of BuxLitincrox. 


SN 
EET 


EXE EL FE 


A Journey t0 EXE TER. 


| By the Same. 


HILE you, my Lord, bid nen piles 
aſcend, 


Or in your Chiſwick bowye enjoy your 
friend; 
Where Pope unloads the bough within his: reach, . 
Ol purple grape, blue plymb, or bluſhing peach, 
I journe/ 


OU 
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I journey far You knew fat bards might tire, 
And, mounted, ſent me forth your truſty ſquire. 
_ 'Twas on the day that city dames repair, 
To take their weekly doſe of Hide-Park air; 
When forth we trot; no carts the road infeſt, 
For ftill on Sandays country horſes reſt, 

Thy gardens, Kenſington, we leave unſeen ; 


| Through Hammerſmith jog on to Turnham-green z 
| That Turnham-green, which dainty pidgeons fed, 


But feeds no more: for * Solomon is dead. 


| Three duſty miles reach Brandford's tedious town, , 


For dirty ſtreets and white-legg'd chicken known: 
Thence o'er wide ſhfubby heaths, and furrow'd lanes, 


We come where Thames divides the meads of Stanes. 


We ferry'd o'er; for late the winter's flood 

Shook her frail bridge, and tore her piles of wood. 
Prepar'd for war, now Bazſhot-heath we croſs, 
Where broken gameſters oft' repair their loſs. 

At Hartley-row the foaming bit we preſt, 

While the fat landlord welcom'd ev'ry gueſt. 
Supper was ended, healths the glaſſes crown'd, 


Our hoſt extoll'd his wine at ev'ry round, 


* A man lately famous for feeding pidgeon: at Turnham-green; 
F 3 Relates 
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Relates the juſtices late meeting there, 

How many bottles drank, and what their cheer; 
What Lords had been his gueſts in days of yore, 
And prais'd their wiſdom much, their drinking more. 

Let travellers the morning vigils keep: 

The morning roſe; but we lay faſt aſlcep. 
Twelve tedious miles we bore the ſultry ſun, 
And Popham-lane was ſcarce in fight by One: 

The ſtraggling village harbour'd thieves of old, 
*T was here the ftage-coach'd laſs re ſign'd her gold; 
That gold which had in London purchas'd gowns, 


And ſent her home a Belle to country towns. 


But robbers haunt no more the neighb'ring wood; 


Here unown'd infants find their daily food; 


For ſhould the maiden mother nurſe her ſon, 

TW ould ſpoij her match when her good name is gone. 

Our joliy hoſteſs nineteen children bore, 

Nor fail'd her breaſt to ſuckle nineteen more. 

Be juſt, ye prudes, wipe off the long arrear; 

Be virgins ſtill in town, but mothers „„ 
Sutton we paſs, and leave her ſpacious down, 

And with the ſetting ſun reach Stocbridge town. 

O'er our parch'd tongue the rich metheglin glides, 


And the red dainty trout our knife divides, 


Sad 


. 
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Sad mel:ncholy ev'ry viſage wears: 
| What! no election come in ſeven long years! 


Of all our race of mayors, ſhall * Snow alone 
Be by Sir Richard's dedication known? 
Our ſtreets no more with tydes of ale ſhall float, 


Nor coblers feaſt three years upon one vote. 


| Next morn, twelve miles led o'er th'unbounded plain, 


Where the cloak'd ſnepherd guides his fleecy train. 
No leafy bow'rs a noon- day ſhelter lend, 


Nor from the chilly dews at night defend; 
With wond'rous art he counts the ſtraggling flock, 


And by the ſun informs you what's a-clock, - 
How are our ſhepherds fallen from ancient days! 
No Amaryllis chaunts alternate lays! 
From her no liſt ning echo's learn to fing 
Nor with his reed the jocund valleys ring. 
Here ſheep the paſture hide, there harveſts bend, 
See Sarum ſteeple o'er yon' hill aſcend ; 
Our horſes faintly trot beneath the heat, 
And our keen ſtomachs know the hour to eat, 
Who can forſake thy walls, and not admite 
The proud cathedral, and the lofty ſpire? 


* A man to whom Sir Rich. Steele dedicated a political work? 
no; that Snow, to ohm the following piece of our author is addreſſed. 
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What ſempſtreſs has not prov'd thy ſciſſars good? ( 
From hence firſt came th' intriguing ridinghood, ; 
Amid * three boarding-ſchools well-ſtock'd with. 1 
_ miſſes, f 
Shall three knights errant ſtarve for want of kiſſes? f 
O'er the green turf the miles ſlide ſwift away, / 
And Blandford ends the labours of the day. | ( 
The morning roſe; the ſupper-reckn'ing paid, } 

And our due fees diſcharg'd to man and maid, 

The ready oſtler near the ſtirrup ſtands, 

And as we mount our half-pence load his hands, 
Now the ſteep hill fair Dorcheſter o'erlooks, 
Border'd by meads, and waſh'd by filver brooks. 

Here ſleep my two companions eyes ſuppreſt, 
And propt in elbow chairs they ſnoring reſt ; 

I wakeful fit, and with my pencil trace 

Their painful poſtures, and their eyeleſs face; 

Then dedicate each glaſs to ſome fair name, 

And on the ſaſh the di'mond ſcrawls my flame, 

Now o'er true Roman way our horſes ſound, 

Grevius would knee), and kiſs the ſacred ground. 
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* There are three boarding-ſcluols in this town, 


1th. 
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On either fide low fertile vallies lye, 
| The diſtant proſpects tire the trav ling eye. 
| Through Bridport's ſtony lanes our rout we take, 


And the proud ſteep deſcend to Morcombe's lake. 
As hearſes paſs'd, our landlord robb'd the pall, 


And with the mournful ſcutcheon hung his hall. 


On unadult'rate wine we here regale, 


And ſtrip the lobſter of his ſcarlet mail. 


We climb'd the hills, when ſtarry night aroſe, 
And Axminſter affords a kind repoſe. 
The maid, ſubdu'd by fees, her trunk unlocks, 
And gives the cleanly aid of dowlas ſmocks. 


| Mean time our ſhirts her buſy fingers rub, 


While the ſoap lathers o'er the foaming tub. 
If women's geer ſuch pleaſing dreams incite, 
Lend us your ſmocks, ye damſels, ev'ry night! 
We riſe ; our beards demand the barber's art; 
A female enters, and performs the part. 

'he weighty golden chain adorns her neck, 
And three gold rings her ſkilful hand bedeck ; 


- Smooth o'er our Chin her eaſy fingers move, 


Soft as when Venus ſtroak'd the beard of Jove. 
Now from the ſteep, midſt ſcatter'd cotts and groves, 
Our eye thro' Honiton's fair valley roves. 
TY Behind 
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Behind us ſoon the buſy town we leave, 

Where fineſt lace induſtrious laſſes weave. 

Now ſwelling clouds roll'd on; the rainy load 
Stream'd down our hats, and ſmoak'd along the road; 
When (O bleſt fight!) a friendly ſign we ſpy'd, 
Our ſpurs are ſlacken'd from the horſes ſide; 

For ſure a civil hoſt the houſe commands, 

Upon whoſe ſign this courteous motto ſtands: 
This is the ancient hand, and eke the pen, 

Here is for horſes hay, and meat for men. 

How rhyme would flouriſh, did each ſon of fame 
Know his own genius, and direct his flame! 
Then he, that could not epic flights rehearſe, 
Might ſweetly mourn in elegiac verſe. | : 

But were his muſe for elegy unfit, 

Perhaps a diſtich might not ſtrain his wit; 

If epigram offend, his harmleſs lines 

Might in gold letters ſwing on ale-houſe ſigns. 
Then Hobbinol might propagate his bays, 

And Tuttle-fields record his ſimple lays; 
Whererhymes like theſe might lure the nurſes eyes, 
While gaping infants ſquawl for fatthing pies. 
Treat here, ye ſhepherds blithe, your damſels ſweet, 
For pies and cheeſecakes are for damſels meet; 

| Then 


id; 
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Then Maurus in his proper ſphere might ſhine, 


And theſe proud numbers grace great William's ſign, 
* This is the man, this the Naſſovian, whom 


1nam'd the brave deliverer to come. 

But now the driving gales ſuſpend the rain, 
We mount our ſteeds, and Devon's city gain. 
Hail, happy native land! But I forbear, 
What other countries muſt with envy hear, 


* Prince Arthur, Bock 5, 
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ODE — ARCIO ol; 8D 
A 
Panegyrical EP IS T LE 
To | 
Mr. THOMAS NON, 


Goldſmith, near Temple-Bar- 


3 8 


— 


Occaſion'd by his Bu ying and Selling of the Third 
Subſcriptions, taken in by the Directors of the 
South-Sea Company at a Thouſand per Cent. 


—_ — 


By the _ 


„ 


ISDAIN not, Snow, my humble verſe to 
hear: 


Stick thy black pen awhile behind thy ear, 
Whether thy compter ſnine with ſums untold, 

And thy videgraſping\band grow black with gold, 
Whether 
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Whether thy mien erect, and fable locks, 
In crowds of brokers over-awe the Stocks; 


Suſpend the worldly buſineſs of the day; 
And to enrich thy mind, attend my lay. 
O thou, whoſe penetrative wiſdom found 
The South-Sea rocks, and ſhelves where thouſands 
drown'd, | | 
When credit ſunk, and commerce gaſping lay, 
Thou ſtood'ſt; nor ſent one bill unpaid away. 
When not a guinea chink'd on Martin's boards, 
And Atwell's ſelf was drain'd of all his hoards, 
Thou ſtood'ſt; (an Indian king in fize and hue) 
Thy unexhauſted ſhop was our Peru. 

Why did 'Change- Alley waſte thy precious hours, 
Among the fools who gap'd for golden ſhow'rs? 
No wonder if we found ſome Poets there, 

Who live on fancy, and can feed on air; 
No wonder, they were caught by South-Sea ſchemes 
Who ne'er enjoy'd a guinea, but in dreams; 
No wonder, they their third ſubſcriptions ſold, 
For millions of imaginary gold : 
No wonder, that their fancies wild could frame 
Strange reaſons, that a thing is ſtil] the ſame, 
Tho' chaig'd throughout in ſubſtatce and in name. 
3 But 
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But you (whoſe judgment ſcorns poetick flights) 
With contracts furniſh boys for paper kites. 
Let vulture Hs ſtretch his ruſty throat, 
Who'd ruin thouſands for a ſingle groat. 
I know thou ſpurn'ft his mean, his ſordid mind: | 
Nor with ideal debts would'ſt plague mankind, 
Why ſtrive his greedy hands to graſp at more? 
The wretch was born to want, whoſe ſoul is poor, 

Madmen alone their empty dreams purſue, 
And till believe the fleeting viſion true; 
They ſell the treaſure which their flumbers get, 
Then wake, and fancy all the world in debt. 
If to inſtru thee all my reaſons fail, 
Yet be diverted by this moral tale. 

Through fam'd Moorfields extends a ſpacious ſeat, 
Where mortals of exalted wit retreat: 
Where wrapp'd in contemplation and in ſtraw, 
The wiſer few from the mad world withdraw. 
There in full opulence a banker dwelt, 
Who all the joys and pangs of riches felt: 
His ſide-board glitter'd with imagin'd plate; 
And his proud fancy held a vaſt eſtate, 

As on a time he paſs'd the vacant hours, 


In u piles of ſtraw and twiſted bowers ; 
A poct 
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A poet enter'd of the neighb'ring cell, | 
And with fix'd eye obſerv'd the ſtructure well, 
A ſharpen'd ſkewer croſs his bare ſhoulders bound 
A tatter'd rug, which dragg'd upon the ground, 
The banker cry'd, % Behold my caſtle walls, 
« My ſtatues, gardens, fountains and canals ; 
« With land of twenty thouſand acres round! 
All theſe I ſell thee for ten thouſand pound, 
The bard with wonder the cheap purchaſe ſaw, 
so fign'd the contract (as ordains the law.) 
The banker's brain was cool'd, the miſt grew clear: 
The viſionary ſcene was loſt in air. 
He now the vaniſh'd proſpe& underſtood, 
And fear'd the fancy'd bargain was not good: 
Yet loth the ſum entire ſhould be deſtroy'd; 
„Give me a penny, and thy contract's void. 
The ſtartled bard with eye indignant frown'd, 
« Shall I, ye Gods (he cries) my debts compound! 
So ſaying, from his rug the ſkewer he takes: 
And on the ſtick ten equal notches makes: 
With juft reſentment flings it on the ground; 
There, take my tally of ten thouſand pound. 


— 
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MOLLY M OG: 
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FAIR Mal PD of the INN. 
A BAL L A D. 


By the Same. 


T. : 
AYS my Uncle, I pray you diſcover. 
What hath been the cauſe of your woes, 
That you pine and you whine like a lover? 
— l have ſeen Mo ly Mogof the Roſe, 
1 | 
O Nephew ! your grief is but folly, 
In town you may find better prog; 
Half a crown there will get you a Molly, 


A Molly much better than Mog. 8 
| III. I know 
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III. 
F know that by wits tis recited 
That women are beſt at a clog ; 


But I am. not ſo eaſily frighted 
From loving of ſweet Molly Mag. 
| TS 0 
The ſchool-boy's deſire is a play-day; 
The ſchool-maſter's joy is to flog ; 
The milk-maid's delight is on May-day ; 
But mine is on ſweet Molly Mog. 
| — 
Will- a- wiſp leads the trav'ler a gadding 
Thro' ditch, and thro' quagmire and bog; 
But no light can ſet me a madding 
Like the eyes of my ſweet Molly Mog. 
© WM | 
For guineas in other mens breeches 


Your gameſters will palm and will cog; 
But I envy them none of their riches, 


So-T may win ſweet Molly Mog, 
VII. 
The heart when half wounded is changing, 


It here and there leaps like a frog; 
| But 
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But my heart can never be ranging, 
Tis ſo fixt upon ſweet Molly Mog. 


| VIII 
Who follows all ladies of pleaſure, 
In pleaſure is thought but a hog ; 
All the ſex cannot give ſo good meaſure 
Of joys, as my ſweet Molly Mog. 
. 
I feel I'm in love to diſtraction, 
My ſenſes all loſt in a fog; 
And nothing can give ſatisfaction 
But thinking of ſweet Molly Meg: 2h 


3 
1 A letter when I am inditing,. | 
Comes Cupid and gives me a jog;.. 
And I fill all the paper with writing. 
Of nothing, but ſweet Molly Mog. 
n | 
If I would not give up the three Graces 
I wiſh I were hang'd like a dog, 


| by And at court all the drawing-room faces, 
For a glance 'of my ſweet Molly Mog. 


XII. Thoſe 
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| XII. 
Thoſe faces want nature and ſpirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a log; 
Juno, Venus, and Pallas's merit 
Onite in my ſweet Molly Mog. 
XIII. 
Thoſe who toaſt all the Family Royal, 
In bumpers of Hogan and Nag, 
Have hearts not more true. or more loyal, 
Than mine to my ſweet Molly Mog. 
Es 
Were Virgil alive with his Phillis; 
And writing another Eclogue ; 
Both his Phillis and fair Amaryllis 
He'd give up for ſwect Molly Mog. 
S. | 
When ſhe ſmiles on each gueſt, like her liquos, 
Then jealouſie ſets me agog, 
To be ſure ſhe's a bit for the Vicar, 
And ſo I ſhall loſe Molly Mog. 
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EPITAP H on the MON OMENT 
of the Marquis of M inchelſea. 
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r 


By Mr. DRTHD E N. 


— 2» 


E who in impious times undaunted ſtood, 
And midſt rebellion durſt be juſt and good; 


| Whoſe arms aſſerted, and whoſe ſuff rings more 


Confirm'd the cauſe for. which he fought before, 


| Reſts here rewarded by an heavenly prince, 


For what his earthly could not recompenſe. 


Pray (reader) that ſuch times no more appear, 


Or if they happen, learn true honour here. 

Ark of thy ages faith and loyalty, | 
Which (to preſerve them) heaven confin'd in thee, 
Few ſubjects could a king like thine deſerve, 

And fewer ſuch a king ſo well could ferve. 

Bleſt king, bleſt ſubject, whoſe exalted ſtate 

By ſufferings roſe, and gave the law to fate. 
Such ſouls are rare; but mighty patterns giv'n | 


To earth, were meant for ornaments to heav'n. 
| EP T- 
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EPITAPH on Mrs. Margaret 


Paſton of n in Mor- 
oll. | 


TIE 


1 — * * 


By the Same. © 


O fair, ſo young, ſo innocent, ſo ſweet; 
So ripe a judgment, and ſo rare a wit 

Require at leaſt an age in one to meet. 

In her they met; but long they could not ſtay, 
'T'was gold too fine to mix without allay : 
Heav'ns image was in her ſo well expreſt, 

Her very fight upbraided all the reſt, 

Too juſtly raviſh'd from an age like this; 

Now ſhe is gone, the world is of a piece. 


FRE. 
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From leading in Hell a huge over- grown ape. 


By the E. of D. 


Nder this ſtone lies prudent Dame Doroty, 


Who honour'd the King, but ador'd his 
authority; 


A Church- man ſhe lov'd; but abhorr'd a Difſenter; 
Of churches and chapels a fervent frequenter ; 
And yet upon heav'n ſhe had no great deſign, 


For at pray rs ſhe ſtill ogled the ableſt Divine: 
Having long lived a maid, much againit her own will, 
And finding her beauty was jogging down hill, 

To avoid all the ſcorns that attend on decay; N 
She departed this life on the twentieth of May. | 
Then pray for her ſoul, al ye tygers in crape; 

Pray hard; for ! fear it can hardly eſcape 


222 


ill, 


MISCELLANIEõ. 147 


FFF 
FDF 


GO SME TL IA 


EE. EL IA's charms inſpire my lays, 
| Who, fair in nature's ſcorn, 
Blooms in the winter of her days 
Like Glaſſenbury thorn. 


Coſmelia's cruel at fourſcore, | 8 
As Bards in tragick plays, 

Four act: of life paſs d guiltleſs o'er, 
But in the Fifth ſhe ſlays. 


If e'er impatient for the bliſs 
Within her arms I fall, 

The plaiſter'd fair returns the kiſs 

Lake Thiſbe thro' a wall, 
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OF A 


Youne GENTLEMAN. 


By Mr. PITT. 


WK 71TH joy, bleſt youth, we ſaw thee reach 
thy goal; 

Fair was thy frame, and delicate thy ſoul; 

The Graces and the Muſes came combin'd; 

Theſe to adorn the body, Thoſe the mind. 

In thee at once the ſofteſt manners met, 
Truth, ſweetneſs, judgment, innocence, and wits 
So form'd, you flew your race; 'twas quickly won; 
:T was but a ſtep, and finiſh'd when begun, 

T Nature 
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Nature herſelf ſurpriz'd would add no more; 
Thy life compleat in all its parts before; 
But thy few years with pleaſing wonder told 
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By virtues, not by days, and thought thee old. 


For age let wretches importune the ſkies, 

Till at the long expence of anguiſh wiſe, 

They live to count their days by miſeries. 
Thoſe win the prize who ſooneſt run the race, 
And life burns brighteſt in the ſhorteſt ſpace ; 


$0 to the convex-glaſs embody d run, 


Drawn to a point, the glories of the ſun; 

At once the gath'ring beams intenſely glow, 
And thro' the-ſtreighten'd center fiercely flow: 
[a one ſtrong flame conſpire the blended rays, 
Run to a fire, and croud into a blaze, 


Epiſtletol Dr. TOUNG, | 


REVIEW : at SALISBURY, 


In the Year 1722. 


By the Same. 


Hile with your Doddington retir'd you fit, 
-W/-: Pleas'd with his flowing Burgundy and wit, T 
1 By fn relieving with the circling draught pi 
Each pauſe of chat and interval of thought: W 
Or thro' the well-glaz'd tube, from buſineſs freed, I ge 
Draw the rich ſpirit of the Indian weed: | 


Or 


A hoThS 


Or 


| MiscELLANIES: 149 


Or bid your eyes o'er Vanbrook's models roam, 


And trace in miniature the future dome; 
(While buſy fancy, with imagin'd pow'r, 
Builds up the work of ages in an hour;) 

Or loſt in thought, contemplative you rove 
Thro' op'ning viſto's, or the gloomy grove ; 
(Where a new Eden in the wilds 1s found, 
And all the ſeaſons in a ſpot of ground.) 

If there you exerciſe your tragick rage, 
To bring ſome hero on the Brizif ſtage, 


Whoſe cauſe the audience with applauſe ſhall crown; = 


And make his triumphs, or his tears their own; 
Throw by the bold defign, and paint no more 
Imagin'd chiefs, and monarchs of an hour: 
From fabled worthies call thy muſe to ſing 
Of real wonders, and Britannia's king. 

Oh! had'ſt thou ſeen him, when the gath'ring 

train 
Fill d up proud Sarum's wide- extended plain; 
Then, when he ſtoop'd from awful majeſty, 
Put on the man, and laid the ſoy'reign by ; 
When the glad nations ſaw their king appear. 
Begirt with armigs, and the pride of wr? 
G 2 More 
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More pleas'd his peoples longing eyes to bleſs, 

He look'd and breath'd benevolence and peace. 
So Jove, tho arm'd to blaſt the Tiraz's pride, 
With all his burning thunders at his ſide, 

Fram'd, while he terrify'd-the diftant foe, 

His ſcheme of bleſſings for the world below. 

This had'ſt thou ſeen, thy willing muſe would raiſe 
Her ſtrongeſt wing to reach her Sov'reign's praiſe, 
To what bold heights our daring hopes may climb! 
The theme ſo great, the poet ſo ſublime! 

I ſaw him, Young! and to my raviſh'd eyes 
Een now his godlike figure ſeems to riſe! 
Mild, yet majeſtick, was the Monarch's mien, 
Lovely tho' great, and awful tho' ſerene : 

More than a coin or picture can unfold ; 

Too faint the colours, and too baſe the gold! 
At the bleſt Gght, tranſported. and amaz d, 

One univerſal ſhout the thouſands rais'd, 

And crowds on crowds grew loyal as they gaz 4 
His foes (if any) own'd the Monarch's cauſe, 
And chang'd their groundleſs clamours to applauſe; 
Ev'n giddy faction hail'd the glorious day, 
And wond zing envy lopk d her rage away. 
| tt 
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As Ceres O er the globe her chariot drew, 
And harveſts ripen'd, where the goddeſs flew : 
So where his-gractous footſteps he inclin'd, 
Peace flew before, and plenty march'd behind, 
Where wild affliction rages, he appears, 
To wipe the widow's and the orphan's tears. 
The ſons of miſery before him bow, 
And for their merit only plead their woe: 
So- well he guards the publick liberty, 


His mercy ſets the. * private captive free; 


Soon as our Royal Angel came in view, 

The priſons burſt, the ſtarting hinges flew ; 
The dungeons open'd and reftor'd their Prey, 
To joy, to life, to freedom, and the day: 

The chains drop off: che grateful captives rear 


Their hands unmanacl'd in praiſe and pray'r. 


Had thus victorious Ceſar ſought to pleaſe, 


And rul'd the vanquifth'd world with arts like theſe 
The gen'rous Brutus had not ſcorn'd to bend, 


But ſunk the rigid patriot in the friend; 
Nor to that high exceſs of virtue ran, 
To ſtab the Monarch where he lov'd the Man. 


* The Goal- Delivery. , 
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Ev'n Cato reconcil'd had ne'er diſdain'd 

To live a ſubject where a Brunſwick reign'd: .,-- 

But I detain your nobler mule too long 

From the great theme, that mocks my. humble 
_ ſong, 

A theme that aſks a Virgil or a Young, 
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By the ſame. 


OW, Joves command fulfill'd, the ſon of May 

' Quits the black ſhades, and ſlowly mounts 
to day; | 

For lazy clouds in gloomy barriers riſe, 

Obſtruct the God, and intercept the ſkies ; 

No Zephyrs here their airy pinions move 


To ſpeed his progreſs to the realms above: 
G 4 Scarce 
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Scarce can he ſteer his dark laborious flight, 
Loſt and encumber'd in the damps of night: 
There roaring tides of fire his courſe withſtood, 
Here Styx in nine wide circles roll d his flood. 
Behind, old Laius trod th' infernal ground, 
Trembling with age, and tardy from his wound; 
(For all his force his furious ſon apply'd, 
And plung'd the guilty faulchion in his ſide;) 
Propt and ſupported by the healing rod, 
The ſhade purſu'd the footſteps of the God. 
The groves that never bloom, the Stygian coaſts, 
The houſe of woe, the manſions of the ghoſts ; 
Earth too admires, to ſee the ground give way, 
And gild hell's horrors with the gleams of day. 
But not with life repining Envy fled, ; 
She ſtill reigns there, and lives among the dead. 
One from this crowd exclaim'd (whoſe lawleſs will, 
Inur'd to crimes and exercis'd in ill, 
Taught his prepoſt'rous joys from pains to flow, 
And never triumph'd but in ſcenes of woe) - 
Go to thy province in the realms above, 


Call'd by the Furies or the will of Jove: 

Or drawn by magick force, or myſtick ſpell, 

Riſe and purge off the ſooty gloom of hell. 
; | Gs 


ill, 
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Go, ſee the ſun, and whiten in his beams, 
Or haunt the flow'ry meads and limpid ſtreams; 
With woes redoubled to return again, 
When thy paſt pleaſures ſhall enhance thy pain. 
| Now by the Stygian dog they bent their way; 
Stretch'd in his den the dreadful monſter lay; 
But lay not long; for ſtartled at the ſound 
Head above head he riſes from the ground: 
From their looſe folds his ſtarting ſerpents break; 
And curl in horrid circles round his neck. 
This ſaw the God, and, ftretching forth his hand, 
Lull'd the grim monſter with his potent wand; 
Thro' his vaſt bulk the heavy vapours creep, 
And ſeal down all his glaring eyes in ſleep, 
There lies a place in Greece, well known to fame 
Thro' all her realms, and Fenarus the name: 


Where from the ſea the tops of Malea riſe, 


Beyond the ken of mortals, to the ſkies. 
Proud in his height he calmly hears below _ 
The diſtant winds in hollow murmurs blow: 


Here ſleep the Storms when weaty'd and oppreſt, 

Any on his head the drowzy Planets reſt. 

There in blue miſts his rocky ſides he ſhrowds; 

And here the tow ring mountain props the clouds: 
Po Aboye 
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(Their finny train rolls back, and floats along th: 


| T hro' this wide paſſage to the realms below. 


Sprung to his natiye ſkies the winged God. 
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Above his awful brow no bird can fly, 
And far beneath the mutt'ring thunders die. 


When down the ſteep of heav'n the day deſcends, 


The ſun ſo wide his floating bound extends, 


That o'er the deeps the mountain hangs Ala d. 


And covers half the ocean with his ſhade: 


Where the Tenarian ſhores oppoſe the ſea, 


The land retreats, and winds into a bay. 

Here for repoſe imperial Neptune leads, 

Tir'd from th' Zgean floods, his ſmoaking ſteeds; 
With their broad hoofs they ſcoop the beach away 


Here fame reports unbody'd ſhades to go. 


From hence the peaſants (as th' Arcadians tell) 
Hear all the cries and groans and din of hell. 
Oft' as her ſcourge of ſnakes the Fury plies, 
T. he piercing ecchoes mount the diſtant ſkies. 
Scar'd at the porter's triple roar, the ſwains 


Have fled aftoniſh'd, and forſook the plains. 


From hence emergent, in a mantling cloud, 


Sl, 


I 


- 
* 
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Swift from his face, before th' ethereal ray, 

Flew all the black Tartarian ſtains away, 

And the dark Stygian gloom refin'd to day. 

O'er towns and realms he held his progreſs on, 
Now wing'd the ſkies where bright Arcturus ſhone, 


And now. the ſilent empire of the Moon. 


The pow'r of Sleep, who met his radiant flight, 
And drove the ſolemn chariot of the night, 


Roſe with reſpect, and from th'empyreal road 


Turn'd his pale ſteeds in rev'rence to the god. 
The Shade beneath purſues his courſe, and ſpies 
The well-known planets, and congenial ſkies; 
His eyes from far tall Cyrrha's heights explore, 
And Phocian fields polluted with his gore. 


At length to Thebes he came, and with a groan 
Survey'd the guilty palace, once his own: 


With awful filence ſtalk d before the gate; 


But when he ſaw the trophies of his fate, 


High on a column rais'd againſt the door, 
And his rich chariot ſtill deform'd with gore; 
He ſtarts with horror back; ev'n Fove's command 


Could ſcarce controul him, nor the vital wand. 


'Twas now the ſolemn day, when Jove array'd 
In all his thunders, graſp'd the Lheban maid ; + 
„ Then 
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Then took from blaſted Semele her load, 
And in himſelf conceiv'd the future God. 
For this the Thebans revel'd in delight, 
And gave to play and luxury the night ; 
A national debauch ! confus'd they lie 
Stretch'd o'er the fields; their canopy the ſky.” 
The ſprightly trumpets ſound; the timbrels play, 
And wake with facred harmony the day, 
The matron's breaſt the gracious pow'r inſpires 
With milder raptures, and with ſofter fires, 
So the Biſtonian race, a madding train, 
Exult and revel on the Thracian plain; 
With milk their bloody banquets they allay, 
Or from the lion rend his panting prey ; 
On ſome abandon'd ſalvage fiercely fly, 
Seize, tear, devour, and think it luxury. 
But if the riſing fumes of wine conſpire 
To warm their rage, and fan the brutal fire, 
Then ſcenes of carnage are their dear delight, 
They whirl the goblets, and provoke the fight; 
Then on the ſlain the revel is rene w'], 
And all the horrid banquet floats in blood. 
And now the winged Hermes from on high 
Shot in deep ſilence down the duſky ſky ; | 
r wy Then 


dee how it rolls this way the tide of war! 
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Then hover'd o'er the Theban tyrant's head, 
As ſtretch'd at eaſe he preſs'd his gorgeous bed, 
Where labour'd tapeſtry from ſide to fide 
Glow'd with rich figures, and Aſſyriaz pride. 
Oh! the precarious terms of human fate ! 
How blind is man! how thoughtleſs of his fate! 
See! thro” his limbs the dews of flumber creep, 
Sunk as he lies in luxury and ſleep. 
The rev'rend ſhade, commiſſion'd from above, 
Haſtes to fulfil the high beheſts of Jove. 
Like blind Tireſias to the bed he came, 
In form, in habit, and in voice the ſame. 
Pale, as before, the phantom ſtill appear'd, 
Down his wan boſom flow'd a length of beard, 
His head an imitated fillet wore, 
His hand a wreath of peaceful olive bore; 
With this he touch'd the ſleeping monarch's breaſt, 
And, in his own, the voice of fate expreſt. 
« Then canſt thou ſleep, to thoughtleſs reſt res 
« fign'd, | | 
« And drive thy brother's image from thy mind? 
« Yon' gath'ring ſtorm demands thy timely care; 


« When 


He Pluck d the wreaths and fil ets from his head: 
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„When o'er the ſeas the ſweeping whirlwinds fly, 
« And roar from ev'ry quarter of the ſky ; 

« The pilot in deſpair the ſhip to ſave, 

Gives up the helm, a ſport to ev'ry wave: 

cc Suck is thy error, and thy fate the ſame; 

& (For know, I ſpeak the common voice of fame) 
4% Proud in his new alliances, from far 

« Againſt thy realm he meditates the war, 

Big with ambitious hopes to reign alone, 


% And ſwell unrival'd on the Thebar throne; 


«© New ſigns and fatal prodigies inſpire 

« His mad ambition, with his boaſted fire ; 

« And Argos ample realms in dow'r beſtow'd, 

«© And Tydeus reeking from his brother's blood, 

« League and conſpire to raiſe him to the throne, 

And make his tedious baniſhment thy own. 

For this, with pity touch'd, almighty Jove, 

« The fire of Gods, diſpatck'd me from above. 

« Be ſtill a monarch ; let him ſwell in vain 

« With the gay proſpect of a fancy'd reign ; 

« Still let him hope by fraud, or by the ſword, 

« To humble Thebes beneath a foreign lord. 
Thus the majefiick ghoſt: But e er he fled 


For 
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For now the ſick' ning ſtars were chac'd away, 
And heav'ns immortal courſers breath'd the day, 
Awful to fight confeſt the grandſire ſtood, 
Bar'd his wide wound, and all his boſom how'd, 


Then daſh'd the ſleeping monarch with his blood. 


With a diſtracted air, and ſudden ſpring, 


starts from his broken ſleep the trembling King; 


Shakes off amaz'd th' imaginary gore, 
While fancy paints the ſcene he ſaw before: 


Deep in his ſoul his grandfire's image wrought, 


And all his brother roſe in ev'ry thought, 

So while the toils are ſpread, and from behind 
The hunter's ſhouts come thick' ning in the wind; 
The tyger ſtarts from ſleep, the war to wage, 
Collects his pow'rs, and rowzes all his rage; 
Sternly he grinds his fangs, he weighs his might, 


And whets his dreadful talons for the fight; 
Then to his young he bears his foe away, 


His foe, at once the chacer and the prey: 
Thus on his brother he in ev'ry thought 


Wag'd future wars, and battles yet unfought, 
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'H ILE martial ſounds and ener firains I} 1 

proclaim | 

| The breathleſs heroes never-dying fame, A 

| Deſcribe the num'rous armies he withſtood, P. 

The fields of ſlaughter, and the ſeas of blood; Bi 
Paſſions ſubdu'd I ſing; a noiſeleſs ſtrife, 

And the ſtill triumphs of a private life: G 

Let humble Piety ſome honours ſhare, | Ri 

And ſilent Virtue be the muſe's care! T 

Hail gentle ſhade! with milder glories blen, Se 

Wiſdom compos'd and rul'd thy peaceful breaſt; * 

Wiſdom divine its pleaſing influence ſhed, N 

Oer all thy thoughts diffufive calmneſs ſpread, Gi 
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Sweetly did ev'ry fretful care aſſwage, | 
And ſmooth'd the harſh ſeverity of age. 
Content of ſpirit, harmony of mind, 

Hopes well directed, and a will reſign'd, 
Shone in thy face; in ev'ry look was ſeen 
The innocence and peace that ſmil'd within, 

Greece to thy ſearch its ſecret ſtores diſplay'd,. 

Its learning, but without its pride, convey'd, 


| Thy eaſy ſoul inglorious filence pleas'd, 


Thy fame neglected was by others ſeiz d: 
What names by thy unknown aſliſtance ſhine 2 
Theirs all the praiſe, but all the labour thine; 
Thus tributary ſprings obſcurely glide, 
And ſecret currents ſwell the rifing tide ; _ 
Proudly the celebrated waters flow, 
But to ſome nameleſs urns their fulneſs owe; 
The dang'rous blaſts of cold inclement air 
Could not divert thee from the houſe of pray'r: 
Religion warm'd thy breaſt, whoſe pious flamg 
The ſnow of winter and of time o'ercame: 
Sober thy geſture, and thy mind intent, 
Whilſt ev'ry vow to heav'n in quiet went, 
No holy guſt of clam'rous zeal burſt out; 
Good without noiſe, and filently devour, 


Hoary 
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Hoary and ſtill thus Ætna's top appear'd, 

No ruſhing fires were ſeen, no tumult heard; 

No ſtroke amaz'd the world with outward din, 

Whilſt heav'nly armour was prepar'd within. 
Such liv'd he, ſuch we mourn, reſery'd, retir'd, 

Who virtue only, not its praiſe, admir'd, 

'Till the vex'd ſoul, with aged limbs oppreſt, 

A new retirement ſought, and fled to endleſs reſt 
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To Mr. 0 PE, 


On reading a ſcurrilous Epigram 
reflecting on Him and the 
Duke of MARLBOROUGH. 3 


8s ſome aopracts's maid, when mutual trutk 
Has fixt her faith to one deſerving youth. 
If publick praiſes ſound the much-loy' dname; 
Aſſents in filence only to his fame; 

Her conſcious cheek, perhaps, betrays her glad; 
Her ſecret ſoul has yet a praiſe to add; 


But if ſome ſland'rous tongue her choice aſſails, 


Ver all reſerve th'extorted truth prevails: 


With warmth ſhe vindicates the beſt of men, 


ny thinks what once was favour, Juſtice then. 
Thus, 
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Thus, converſant with friends, from envy free, I 


And true to merit in applauding thee ; F. 
Con vinc'd and pleas d I thought mankind the ſame; I x 
Nor knew one ſuffrage wanting to thy fame; A 


"Tis true, conceal'd amidſt the publick vote, 

found no language tc to expreſs my thought; 

¶ Not e' en example could my zeal provoke, 

Tho' much was left to ſay, when all had ſpoke:) 

For graceful praiſe depends on rigid laws, 

Nice merit ever nauſeates groſs applauſe ;: | 

But let not now my juſt deſign offend, 

And fince thou canſt have foes, accept a friend. 

Since wretched ſlander can its force exert, 

And baneful envy feeds upon deſert, - 

In their deſpight thy triumph let me raiſe;.. 

And lead their malice captive.to thy praiſe i >. 

Colleagu'd with his, their calumny has j Join'd; 

Thy country's pride, the pattern of mankind, 

Thy ſecond name poſterity ſhall find; D 

| Where-e'er-mature and full his fame ſhall ſpread, . 

There ſhall thy mingled Jawrel lift its head; 

In their deſpight the parallel ſhall hold ; 

The chymic muſe refines their dirt to gold. 
T'applaud 


- vn 
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e, © Tapplaud the name of thy congenial ſoul, 
Fitted like thee to act, or to controul ; 
ae; Eager to dare, yet able to conduct, 
And midft the rage himſelf inſpir d calm to in- 
ſtruct. 
Vain is their hope, and impotent their aim, 
To fix detraction on immortal fame; 
The growing oak, the foreſt's future grace, 
Thus bears a while the ivy's falſe embrace; 
But ſtrong with time th'invidious graſp defies, 
Burſts its tough bands, and tow'ring ſeeks the ſkies. 
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Augur, & fulgente decorus arcu 

Phoebus acceptuſque novem Camanic, 

Qui ſalutari levat arte feſſos 
Corporis artas ;: _ 

Alterum in Luſirum meliuſque ſemper | 
Proroget æ vum. Horat. 
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EGIN, Celeſtial ſource of light, 
B To gild the new-revolving ſphere; 
And from the pregnant womb of night, 

Urge on to birth the infant year. 

Rich with auſpicious luftre riſe, 

Thou faireſt regent of the ſkies, 
Conſpicuous with thy filver bow ! 

To thee, a God, 'twas given by Jove 

To rule the radiant orbs above, 
To GLORIAN A this below. 


Vol, II. H II. With 
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i II. 
With joy renew thy deſtin'd race, 
And let the mighty months begin: 
Let no ill omen cloud thy face, 

Thro' all thy circle ſmile ſerene, 
While the ſtern miniſters of fate 
Watchful o'er pale Lutetia wait, | 

To grieve the Gaul's perfidious head; 
The Hours, thy off - ſpring heav'nly fair, 

Their whiteſt wings ſhould ever wear, 

And gentle joys on Albion ſhed. 


III, | 
When Lia bore the future fates of Rome, 8 
And the long honours of her race began, 
Thus, to prepare the graceful age to come, 
They from thy ſtores in happy order ran. 
Heroes elected to the liſt of fame, 
Fix'd the ſure columns of her riſing ſtate: 
Till the loud triumphs of the Julian name 
Render'd the glories of her reign compleat, | H 
Each year advanc'd a rival to the reſt, 
In comely ſpoils of war, and great atchievements dreſt. 


\ 


; Say, 


1 
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5 I, 


Say, Pnokzos , for thy ſearching eye 


Saw Rome the darling child of fate, 


| When nothing equal here could vie 


In ſtrength with her imperious ſtate ; 
Say if high Virtues there did reign 
Exalted in a nobler ftrain, 

Than in fair Albion thou haſt ſeen? 
Or can her Demi-gods compare 
Their trophies for ſucceſsful war, 

To thoſe that riſe for Albion's queen? 


| II; 
When Albion firſt majeſtick ſnew'd 
High o'er the circling ſeas her head, 


Her the great Father ſmiling view'd, 


And thus to bright Victoria ſaid. 


Mindful of Phlegra s happy plain, 


On which, fair nymph, you fix'd my reign 
This iſle to you ſhall ſacred be; 

Her hand ſhall hold the rightful ſcale, 

And crowns be vanquiſh'd, or prevail, 

As GLoxlana ſhall decree, 


H 2 III. Victoria 
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III. F 


Victoria triumph in thy great increaſe ! 


With joy the Julian ſtem the Tyber claims, 
Young Ammon's might the Granic waves confeſs; 
The Heber had a Mars, a Churchill Thames: 
Roll, ſov'reign of the ſtreams thy rapid tide, 
And bid thy brother- floods revere the Queen, 
Whoſe voice the hero's happy hand employ'd 


To fave the Danube, and ſubdue the Sein; 


And boldly juſt to GLORIANA'Ss fame, 


Exalt thy filver urn, and duteous homage claim. 


I. 
Advanc'd to thy meridian height, 


On earth, great God of day, look down 


Let Windſor entertain thy fight, 
Clad in fair emblems of renown : 
And whilſt in radiant pomp appear 
The names to bright Victoria dear, 
Intent the long proceſſion view ; 
Confeſs none worthier ever wore 
Her favours, or was deck'd with more, 
Than ſhe confers on Churchills brow, 


\ 


k 
f 


II. But 


> 


R 


Of ſov'reign's here the beſt, the brighteſt ſtar above - 
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II. 
But oh! withdraw thy piercing rays, 
The nymph anew begins to moan, 
Viewing the much lamented ſpace, 
Where late her warlike William ſhone: 
There fix'd by her officious hand, 


His ſword and ſceptre of command 


To deathleſs fame adopted reſt : 
Nor wants there to compleat her woe, 
Plac'd with reſpectful love below, 
| The ſtar that beam'd on Glo. ſters breaſt, 


III 
O PnozBus! all thy ſaving pow'r employ; 
Long let our vows avert the deſtin'd woe, 
Eer GLokIana re-aſcends the ſky, 
And leaves a land of orphans here below; 
But when (ſo heav'n ordains !) her ſmiling ray 
Diſtinguiſh'd o'er the Ballance ſhall prefide, 
Whilſt future kings her ancient ſceptre ſway, 
May her mild influence all their councils guide; 
To Albion ever conſtant in her love, : 


H 3 I. For | 
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I. 
For lawleſs pow'r reclaim'd to right, 
And virtue rais'd by pious arms, 
Loet Albion be thy fair delight, 

And ſhield her ſafe from threatn'd harms; 
With flow'rs and fruit her boſom fill, 
Let laurel riſe on ey'ry hill 

Freſh as the firſt on Daphre's brow ; 
Inſtruct her tuneful ſons to ſing, 

And make each vale with Paans ring, 
To Blenheim and Ramillia due, 


. 
Secure of bright eternal fame, 
With happy wing the Thehan ſwan. 
Tow ring from Piſa's ſacred ſtream, 
: © Inſpir'd by thee the ſong began: 
Thro' deſarts of unclouded light. 
When he harmonious took his flight, 
The Gods conftrain'd the ſounding ſpheres: 8 
Still envy darts her rage in vain, 
The luſtre of his worth to ſtain, 
He growing whiter with his years. 


III. But 


It 
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| BL 
Put, PHoeBus, God of numbers, high to raiſe 
The honours of thy art, and heav'nly lyre, 
What Muſe is deſtin'd to our ſov'reign's praiſe, 
Worthy her acts, and thy informing fire? 


; To him, for whom this ſpringing laurel grows, 


Eternal on the topmoſt heights of fame, 
Be kind, and all thy Helicon diſcloſe; 

And all intent on Grox1ana's name, 
Let filence brood o'er ocean, earth, and air, | 
As when to victor Jove thou ſung'ſt the giants wan 


1 
In ſure records each ſhining deed, 


Wen faithful Clio ſets to view, 


Poſterity will doubting read, 

And ſcarce believe her annals true: 
The muſes toil with art to raiſe | 
Fictitious monuments of praiſe, 

When other actions they rehearſe ; 
But half of Groktana's reign, 

That ſo the reſt may credit gain; 

Should paſs unregiſter'd in verſe, 


H 4 II, High 


178 MiISscELLANIES. 


II. 
High on its own eſtabliſh'd baſe 
Prevailing virtues pleas'd to riſe; 
Divinely deck d with native grace, 
Rich in itſelf with ſolid joys: 
E'er GLokIana on the throne, 
Quitting for Albiop's reſt her own, 
In types of regal pow'r was ſeen;. 
With fair preheminence confeſt. 
It triumph'd in a private breaſt, 
And made the princeſs more than queen. 


NE | 
O Pnoxzus! would thy Godhead not refuſe- 

This humble incenſe, on thy altar laid; 
Would thy propitious ear attend the muſe, 

That ſuppliant now invokes thy certain aid; 
With Mantuan force I'd mount a ftronger gale, 
And ſing the parent of her land, who ſtrove 

T' exceed the tranſports of her peoples zeal, 

With acts of mercy, and majeſtick love; 

By fate, to fix Britannia's empire, givin. | 
The guardian pow'r of earth, and publick care of 
heaven, 


I. The 
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. 
Then, Churchill, ſhould the Muſe record 
The conqueſts by thy ſword atchiey'd; 
Quiet to Belgian ſtates reſtor'd, | 
And Auſtrian crowns by thee retnev'd, 
Imperious Leopold confeſs'd 
His hoary majeſty diftreſs'd, 
To arms, to arms, Bavaria calls; 
Nor with leſs terror-ſhook his throne, 
Than when the. riſing creſcent ſhone 


Malignant o'er his ſhatter'd walls. 


II. 

The warrior led the Brirons forth 

On foreign fields to dare their fate; 
Diſtinguiſh'd ſouls of ſhining worth, 

In war unknowing to retreat: 
Thou, Pfgok Bus, ſaw'ſt the hero's face, 
When Mars had breath'd a purple grace, 
And mighty fury fill'd his breaſt; | 
How like thy ſelf, when to deſtroy 
The Greeks thou didft thy darts employ, 

Fierce with thy golden quiver dreſt! 


Hs III, Sudden, 
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"ALI. | 
Sudden, whilſt baniſh'd from his native land, 

Red with diſhoneſt wounds Bavaria mourn'd, 

The chief, at Groxtana's high command, 
Like a rowz'd lion to the Maes return'd: 
With vengefül ſpeed the Britiſh ſword he drew, 

Unus'd to grieve his hoſt with long delay; 
Whilit wing'd with fear the force of Gallia flew ; 

As when the morning-ftar reſtores the day, 
The wand'ring ghoſts of twenty thouſand ſlain 
Fleet ſullen to the ſhades, from Blenheim's mournful 
__ plan. 

| I 
Britannia, weep thy duſty brow, 

And put thy Bourbon laurels on 3. 
To thee deliver'd nations bow, 

And bleſs the ſpoils thy wars have won. 
For thee Bellona points her ſpear, | 
And whilſt lamenting mothers fear, 

On high her fignal torch diſplays : 
But when thy ſword: is ſheath'd, again. 
Obſequious ſhe receives thy chain, 
And ſmooths her violence of face. 
1 „ L 


Th' aſſerted Jer lifts his head, 


With deeper wrath thy victor lion roars, 
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| II. 

parent of arms! for ever ſtand 

With large increaſe of fame rever'd, 
Whilſt arches on thy ſaving hand * 

On Danube grateful banks are rear'd, 
Eugene inſpir'd to war by the, 
Auſonia's weeping ſtates to free, 

Swift on th' imperial eagle flies: 
Whilſt bleeding, from his azure bed 


And ſafe his Auſtrian lord enjoys. 


H. 
Ia Britannia! fix'd on foreign wars, 
Guiltleſs of civil rage extend thy name: 
The waves of utmoſt ocean, and the ſtars, 
Are bounds but equal to thy ſov'rfeign's fame, 


Wide o'er the ſubject world diffuſing fear; 
Whilſt Gallia weeps her guilt, and peace implores: 
So earth, transfix d by fierce Minerva s ſpears, 

A gentler birth obedient did diſcloſe, | 

And ſudden from the wound eternal olives roſe. 


H.6-. 1. When 
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„ 
When with eftabliſh'd freedom bleſs'd, 
The globe to great Alcides bow'd, 
Whoſe happy pow'r reliev'd th' oppreſs'd 
From lawleſs chains, and check'd the proud 
Mature in fame, the grateful Gods 
Receiv'd him to their bright abodes, 
Where Hebe crown' d his blooming j joys; 
Garlands the willing Muſes wove, 
And each with emulation ſtrove 
T'adorn the Churchill's of the ſkies. 


>, II. 
For Albjon's chief, ye ſacred nine 
Your harps with gen'rous ardour ſtring, 

With fame's immortal trumpet join, 

And ſafe beneath his laurel ſing: 
When clad: in vines the Sein ſhall glide, 
And duteous in a ſmoother tide- 
To Britiſh: ſeas her: tribute yield ;- 
Wakeful at honour's ſhrine attend, 
And long with living beams defend 

From night, the warrior's votive ſhield; 

: pot III. And, 


/ 
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th oo a 
And, Woodſtock, let his doom exalt thy fame, 
Great o'er the Norman ruins be reſtor d; 
Thou that with pride doſt * Edward's cradle claim, 
Receive an equal hero for thy lord. 
Whilſt ev'ry column to record their-toils 
Eternal monuments of conqueſts wears, 
And all thy walls are dreſs'd with mingled ſpoils, 
Gather'd on fam'd Ramillia, and Poictiers. 
High on thy tow'r the grateful flag diſplay, 
Due to thy Queen's. reward, and Blenheim's glorious 
My. . 0 


». The Black Prince. 


nd, 0 
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To the Right Honourable 
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25 


JOHN Lord GOVER 


Written in the SPRING, 1716. 


_ 


By the Same. 


by 


E R Winter's long inclement ſway, 
At length the luſty Spring prevails ; 


And ſwift to meet the ſmiling May, 


Is wafted by the weſtern gales, 


Around 


? 


nd 
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Around him dance the roſy hours, 
And damaſking the ground with flow'rs, 
With ambient ſweet perfume the morn ; 
With ſhadowy verdure flouriſh'd high, 
A ſudden youth the groves enjoy; 


— 


Where Philomel! laments forlorn. 


II. 

By her awak'd, the woodland choir 

To hail the common God prepares; 
And tempts me to reſume the lyre, 
Soft warbling to the vernal airs. 
Yet once more, O ye mules! deign 
For me, the meaneſt of your train. 

Unblam'd t'approach your bleſt retreat : 
Where Horace wantons at your ſpring, 
And Pindar ſweeps a bolder ſtring; 

Whoſe notes th Aonian hills repeat. 


III. 


Or if invok' d, where Thames's fruitful tides, 


i slow thro' the vale in filver volumes play; 


Now your own Phebas o'er the month preſides, 
Gives love the night, and doubly gilds the day: 
5 Thither, 
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Thither, indulgent to my pray'r, 

Ye bright harmonious nymphs repair, . 
To ſwell the notes I feebly raiſe: 


So with inſpiring ardors warm'd, 


May Gower's propitious ear be charm'd,. V 


To liſten to my lays. 


| 2 
Zeneath the pole on hills of ſnow, 


Like Thracian Mars, th'undaunted Swede - | 


To dint of ſword defies the foe; 

In fight unknowing to recede: 
From Volga's banks, th'imperious Czar 
Leads forth his furry troops to war: 
Fond of the ſofter ſouthern ſky ; 

The Soldan gauls th'llyr;an coaſt; . | 

But ſoon the miſcreant moony hoſt, 

Before the victor-croſs ſhall fly. 


| II. 
But here, no clarion's ſhrilling note. 
The muſe's green retreat can pierce; 
The grove, from noiſy camps remote, 
Is only vocal with my verſe: | 


\ 


B. 


85 


Here, 
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Here, wing'd with innocence and joy: 
Let the ſoft hours that o'er me fly 
Drop freedom, health, and gay deſires: 
While the bright Sein, t'exalt the ſoul, 
With ſparkling plenty. crowns the bowl; 
And wit and ſocial mirth inſpires. 


III. 
Enamour'd of the Sein, celeſtial fair, 
(The blooming pride of Theris azure train) 
Bacchus, to win the nymph who caus'd his care, 
Laſh'd his ſwift tygers to the Celtic plain: 
There ſecret in her ſapphire cell, 
He with the Nazis wont to dwell; 
Leaving the nectar'd feaſts of Fove : 
And where her mazy waters flow, 
He gave the mantling vine, to grow 
A trophy to his love. 


Shall man from nature's ſanction ſtray, x 
With blind opinion for his guide; 
And, rebel, to her rightful ſway, 


Leave all her bounties unenjoy'd t | 
Fool! 
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Fool Time no change of motion knows; 
With equal ſpeed the torrent flows. 

To ſweep fame, pow'r, and wealth away: 
The Paſt is all by death poſſeſt; 
And frugal fate that guards the reſt, 
By giving, bids him live, To day. 


II. 
O-Gow'r! thro' all that deſtin'd ſpace, 

What breath the pow'rs allot to me, 
Shall ſing the virtues of thy race 

United, and compleat in thee, 

O flow'r of ancient Engliſh faith! 
Purſue th'unbeaten patriot-path, 

In which confirm'd thy father ſhone: . 
The light his fair example gives, 
Already from thy dawn receives 

A luſtre, equal to its own. 


III. 5 

Honour bright dome, on laſting columns reat'd, . 
Nor envy ruſts, nor rolling years conſume ; 
Loud Pears ecchoing round the roof are heard, 


And clouds of incenſe all the void perfume. 
There 
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There Phocion, Lalins, Capel, Hyde, = 
With Falkland ſeated near his fide, 

Fix'd by the muſe the temple grace: 
Prophetic of thy happier fame, 
She, to receive thy radiant name,. 

Selects a whiter ſpace. 
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Deviſed in the pleſaunt manere 
of gentil Maiſter JI EOPRII 
CHAUCER. 
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By the Same. 


„* 


* 2 


Hylom in Kent there dwelt a clerke, 
Who wyth grete cheer, and litil werke, 
 Upſwalen was with venere: 


For meager Lent ne recked he, 
Ne ſaincts days had in remembraunce, 
Ma will had he to daliaunce. | 


To 
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o ſearchen out a bellamie, 
e had a ſharp and lic'rous eie; 
nut it wold bett abide a leke, 


1 Or onion, than the fight of Greke : 


| 


herefore, God yeve him ſhame, Boccace 
zry'd him for Baſil and Ignace. 
His vermeil cheke that ſhon wyth mirth, 
Sake him the blitheſt prieſt on yearth: 
it chyrch, to ſhew his lillied hond, 
4 Full fetouſly he prank'd his bond; 
geke weren his flaxen locks ykempt, 


und Jaac Weaver was he nempt. 
Thilke clerke echaufed in the groyne, 
Fora young damoſel did pyne, 
born in Eaſt-cheape; *who, by my fay, 
pert was as a popinjay: 
e wit, ne wordes did ſhe waunt, 
Wele cond ſhe many a romaunt; 
Vre muſcadine, or ſpiced ale, 
de carrold ſoote as nightingale : 
Ke, Wind for the nonce couth rowle her eyne, 
hihouten ſpeche; a ſpeciall ſigne 
be lack d ſomedele of what ech dame 
olds dere as life, yet dredes to name: | 
So 
To 
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So was eftſoons by 1/aac won, 


To bliſsful conſummation. = 
Here mought [ now tellen the feſtes, 


Who yave the bryde, how bib'd the gheſtes: : 
But withouten ſuch gawdes, I trow | 
Myne legend is prolix ynow. 1 
Ryghte wele areeds Dan Prior's ſong, 1 
A tale ſhold never be too long; n 


And fikerly in fayre Englond 
None bett doeth taling underſtond. 
She now, algates full ſad to chaunge 
The citee for her huſbond's graunge, 
To Kent mote; for ſhe wele did knowe 
Twas vain ayenſt the ſtreme to rowe. 
So wend they on cne ſteed yfere, 
Ech cleping toder life and dere; 
Heven ſhilde hem fro myne Bromley hoſt, 
Or many a groat theyr meel woll coft, 
Deem next ye Maiſtreſs Wever ſene 
Yclad in ſable brombaſine; 
The frankeleins wyves accoſt her blythe, 
Curteis to guilen hem of tythe; | 
And yeve honour parochiall 
In pew, and eke at feſtivall. 


Worlchip 


hip 
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Worſchip and wealth her huſbond hath; 
Ne poor in ought, fave werks and faith: 


kepes bull, bore, ſtallion, to diſpence 
Large pennorths of benevolence. 

His berne ycrammed was, and ſtore 
Of poultrie cackled at the dore; 

His wyf grete joy to fede hem toke, 
And was aſtonied at the cocke; 

That, in his portaunce debonair, 

On everich henn beſtow'd a ſhare 

Of pleſaunce, yet no genitours 

dhe ſaw, to thrill his paramours: 
Oftſihes ſhe muckle mus'd theron, 

Yet niſt ſhe howgates it was don. 


One night, ere they to ſleepen went, 


Her T/aac in her arms ſhe hent, 
As was her uſage; and did ſaie, 
Of charite I mote thee prale, 
To techen myne unconnyng wit 
One thing it comprehendeth niet; 
And may the foul fiend harrow thee, 
If in myne queſt thou falſen me. 
Our Chaunticlere loves everich hen, 


Pe fewer kepes our yerd than ten; 
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Vet romps he ore beth grete and ſmall, 
Ne ken I what he ſwinks wythall, 

But on ech leg a wepon is, 

Yperſent, and full ſtarke I wys; 

Doth he with hem at Pertelote play? 

In ſooth there's werk inough for tway. 

Qd. IJſaac, certes by ſainct Poule, 

Mene lief thou art a ſimple ſoule; 
Foules fro the egle to the wren, 

Bin harneſs'd othergiſe than men: 

For the males engines of delite, 
Ferre in theyr entrails are empight;; 

Els, par miſchaunce, theyr merriment 
Emong the-breers mought ſore be ſhent. 
Thus woxenn hote, they much avaunce 


Love of venereal jouifaunce: 
And in one month, the trouth to ſayne, 


Swink mo than manhode in yeres twayne. 


O Benedicite! qd, ſhe, 

| If keeping hote ſo kindlych be, 

Hie in thyne boweles truſs thyne gere, 

And eke the ſkrippe that daungleth here.) 
Ne dame, he anſwerd, mote that bene; 

For as J hope to be a dene, 


Thilke 


V. 
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Thilke Falſtaſfe-bellie rownd and big, 
Was built for corny ale, and pig; 
Ne in it is a chink for theſe, 
Ne for a wheat-ſtraw, and tway peaſe. 
Pardie, qd. ſhe, ſyrh there's nat room, 


Swete Nykin! chafe hem in myne woom. 


Vol. II. (| PHOENIX: 
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PHOENTX-PARK 


By Mr. JAMES WARP. 


HALL. Coopers hill majeſtick riſe in rhyme 
Strong as its baſis, as its brow ſublime? 
Shall Windſor:- foreſt win immortal praiſe, 

It ſelf outlaſting in its poet's lays; 

And thou, O Phæniæ- Park, remain ſo long 

Unknown to fame, and unadorn'd in ſong? 

Thou too caaſt boaſt thy lawns, and painted meads, 

Thy ſunny vallies, and ſequeſter'd ſhades ; 

As pleaſing dreams thy trees and ſprings beſtow, 


As gently whiſper, and as ſweetly flow; 
With equal charms the tuneful muſe delight, 
Inſpire her rapture, and her lays invite, 


What 


MH — — — 


Int 
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What tho” in thee no long-liv'd Dryads dwell, 
90 Nor myſtick truths prophetick oaks foretel, 
N Nor azure nymphs beſide thy fountains rove, 
2 Nor ſporting yr haunt thy hallow'd grove; 
90 Tho) no coy maid, transform'd by ancient fame, 
Grace thee a tree, or bath thy fields a ſtream; 
: Yet verſe can ſo enchant thy changing plain, 
\. Like them ſhalt thou receive the fabled train, 
Poetick eyes their airy forms ſhall view, 
— And fancy think the ſtrong deluſion true. 
Then ſhall the lover ſeek thy friendly ſhade, 
To thee ſhall he accuſe the cruel maid, 
Thy nymphs ſhall ſoftly ſigh while he complains, 
The ſympathizing ecchoes feel his pains, 
Thy fountains weep, thy groves compaſſion ſhow, 
All nature drooping with one lover's woe; 
Each future bard beneath thy ſhelter laid, 
Shall patient wait th'inſpiring muſe's aid, 
In bliſsful dreams ſhall heav'nly viſions ſee, 
And all Parnaſſus ſhall revive in thee. 
Oft' thro' thy cool retreats I filent ſtray, 
And loſt in thought neglect my heedleſs way; 
Intent on nature's works, my wond'ring mind 


Shakes off the buſy town ſhe left behind; 
eZ 12 Her 
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Her wings ſhe plumes anew, expatiates free, 
And quits the world for ſolitude and thee. 

How pleaſing while the ſun in early day 

Shoots o'er the earth aſlant his dawning ray, 

In that calm light thy gliſt'ring fields to view! 
E'er his hot beams have drunk the morning dew; 
E'er genial zephyrs breathe upon the bow'rs, 
Op'ning the balmy buds, and virgin flow'rs; 
Th'unruffled ſtreams with filent pace are born; 
Nor ſhakes the aſpen- leaf, nor waves the corn; 
The ſleeping cloud low on the mountain lies; 
And vapours from the valley ſlowly riſe. 
Full of new life upſtarts the ſprightly fawn, 
And wanton ſkips, and bounds along the lawn; 
The tow'ring lark long ſince has reach'd the ſky, 
And equal balanc'd, hov'ring hangs on high; 
M,aturely conſcious of approaching light, 
She firſt of creatures breaks from drowſy night, 
Beyond earth's ſhade on daring pinions born, 
Anticipates the ſun, and meets the morn, 
Th'impatient joy that ſwells her little breaft ; 
Breaks forth melodious in her ſongs expreſt ; 
Warbling ſhe wakes the {lumbring birds around, 


And mattins fhrill thro' all the groves reſound. 
1 I too 


too 
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too thy bleſſings taſte, bright lamp of day, 
Thy influence own, and feel thy quick ning ray; 


Uncommon raptures in my boſom glow, 


And from my tongue unlabour'd numbers flow; 
Notes, free as theirs, Join with the feather'd throng, 
Alike our extaſy, alike our ſong. 

Thy beams, kind ſun, do all the gifts bei 
And all the charms, that grace this world below, 
All nature is thy boon; thy piercing light 
To humane eyes reveals the beauteous fight ; 

And 'tis thy warmth inſpires the muſe's ſtrain, 
And gives her verſe to paint the lovely ſcene. 

What ſcene more lovely, and more form'd for bliſss 
What more deſerves the muſe's ſtrain than this; 
Where more can boundleſs nature pleaſe, and where 
In ſhapes more various, and more ſweet appear ! 


Now when the centre of the wood is found, 
With goodly trees (a ſpacious circle bound,) 
[ ſtop my wand'ring— while on ev'ry fide 
Glades opening to my eye the grove divide; 
To diſtant objects ſtretch my lengthen'd view, 
And make each pleaſing proſpe& charm anew, 

The mountain here heaves up his airy height, 
A ſhort horizon to my boundleſs ſight, 

| I 3 Whoſe 
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Whoſe caverns treaſure up deſcending ſhow'rs ; 
Nor heav'n on him in vain its plenty pours. 
When ſultry ſeaſons ſcorch the rivel'd earth, 
His bounty gives to thouſand fountains birth ; 
Prolifick moiſture ſwells the ſmiling grain, 
And double harveſts load the grateful plain, 

Deep in the vale old Liſey rolls his tides, 
Romantick proſpects crown his rev'rend ſides; 
Now thro' wild grotts, and pendent woods he ſtrays, 
And raviſh'd at the fight his courſe delays, 
Silent and calm now with impetuous ſhock 
Pours his ſwift torrent down the ſteepy rock; 
The tumbling waves thro' airy chanels flow, 

And loudly roaring, ſmoak, and foam below. 

Faſt by his banks, ſtands high above the plain, 
A fabrick rais'd in peaceful Charles's reign : 

Where vet'ran bands diſcharg'd from war retire, 
Feeble their limbs, extinct their martial fire: 

I hear, methinks I hear the gallant train 

Recount the wonders of each paſt campaign; 
Conqueſts, and triumphs in my boſom roll, 

And Britain's glory fills my wid'ning ſoul. 

Here bleſt with plenty, and maintain'd at eaſe 
They boaſt th'adventures of their youthful days. 
| Repeat 
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Repeat exhauſted dangers o'er again; 
And ſigh to ſpeak ,of faithful comrades ſlain : 
Silent the liſt'ning audience fit around, 
Weep at the tale, and view the witneſs wound; 
What mighty things each for his country wrought, 
Each tells—And all, how bravely Marlbro' fought. 
There o'er wide plains my lab'ring ſight extends, 
And fails it ſelf e'er the long landfkip ends: 
Where flocks around the rural cottage ſeen, 
Brouze the young buds, or graze the tufted green; 
And fields beſpread with golden crops appear, 
Enſuring plenty for the following, year. 
Here on a mount a ruin'd tow'r I ſpy, 
A ſweet amuſement to the diſtant eye, 
Forward it ſtarts, approaching to be ſeen, 
And cheats me of the ſinking lands between. 
Within this mount, as ſome old matron tells, 
In all his pomp the fairy monarch dwells, 
To his wide treas'ry here his elfs unſeen, 
Convey whate'er is loſt on earth by men; 
With endleſs ſtores the gloomy caverns fill, 
And, as their ſums encreaſe, diſtend their hill. 
There the broad ocean ſpreads his waves around, 
With anchor'd fleets a faithful harbour crown'd, 


I 4 By 
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By whoſe kind aid we num'rous bleſlings ſhare, 
In peace our riches, and our ſtrength in war. 
While thus retir'd, I on the city look, 
A groupe of buildings in a cloud of ſmoke, 
(Where various domes for various uſes made, 
Religion, revels, luxury, and trade, 
All undiſtinguiſh'd in one maſs appear, 
And widely diff ring are united here,) 
I learn her vice and follies to deſpiſe, 
And love that heav'n, which in the country lies. 
The ſun in his meridian mounted high 
Now warns me to the covert bow'r to fly, 
Where trees officious croud around my head, 
And twiſted woodbine forms a fragrant fhade. 
No noiſy axe thro' all the grove reſounds ; 
No cruel ſteel the living branches wounds; 
_ Revrend in age the wide-ſpread beach appears, 
The lofty oak lives his long date of years. 
Here careleſs on ſome moſſy bank reclin'd, 


Lull'd by the murm'ring ſtream, and whiſtling wind, 


Nor poys'nous aſp I fear, nor ſavage beaſt, 
That wretched ſwains in other lands infeſt. 
Fir'd with the love of ſong my voice I raiſe, 
And woo the muſes to my country's praiſe, 


Hyvernia 
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Hybernia bleſt from noxious creatures free, 
A privilege indulg'd alone to thee; 
Not rich Arabia can thy envy move 
With all her od'rous gumms and ſpicy grove; 
Where the fell tyger dreadful ſtalks around, 
And peaſants tim'rous tread the faithleſs ground, 
Nor covet'ſt thou Heſperian fruits of old, 
Where the dire dragon watch'd the growing gold. 
Thy ſons unhurt thro' all thy region ſtray, 
Purſue their pleaſures, to no beaſt a prey ; 
Each glade and thicket trace, nor dread to wake 
The ſwelling toad, or rouſe the rattling ſnake. | 
Whether thy water, air, or ſoil deny, 
To feed their venom, and their rage ſupply, 
The vulgar doubt—or fince the general flood 
Thy realm has never ſeen the dang'rous brood 
Believe the muſe, ſhe ſhall old truths revive, 
And in her ſong th'amazing tale ſhall live. 
Once like thy neighbour lands was thine annoy'd; _ 
Thouſand untimely deaths thy ſons deſtroy'd: 
The lion rav'ning rang'd the lonely wood, 
And thro' the valley prowl'd the wolf for blood 
The wolf-dog then did ev'ry hind attend 
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But ah ! what foreſight could protection bring 
From the toad's venom, and the viper's ſting ! 
They with till treach'ry filent fate convey'd | 
To the poor ſwain, in thoughtleſs ſlumbers laid, 
His boyling veins with ſubtle poyſon fill'd, 
And, tho' more ſlowly, yet as ſurely kill'd. 


Thus groan'd thy iſle, by various woes oppreſt, 


When Parrick, ancient ſaint, a welcome gueſt, 

Came by the filent call of heav'n's command 

To plant the Goſpel in th'unfaithful land. 

Up roſe our Paul amid the gazing croud, 

Demanded filence, and thus ſpake aloud: 

4 I come, ſaid he,—but your belief to move, 
&« 1'] firſt my miſſion by a wonder prove. 

* The ſwarms of ſavages that vex your iſle, 

« Your mountains ravage, and your foreſt ſpoil, 

« No more your fruitful glebe ſhall deſart lay, 

« Affright your children, and your cattel ſlay. 

« Not ev'n an inſect of the poys'nous kind 


« Henceforth ſhall in your bounds a refuge find.” 


He ſaid——and at his word, each den and cave 
Into his pow'r their brood of monſters gave; 


Panthers, and leopards ſudden round him ſwarm'd, 


And couch d ſubmiſſive, of their rage diſarm'd: 
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Snakes, lizards, vipers, ſcorpions ſpread the ground 5 
And toads, now inoffenſive, croak d around: 

When, at his word, the wond'ring throng beheld 
Their loathly train their laughing fields expell d, 
O'er-power'd they ruſh into the neighb'ring main, 
Ne'er to moleſt their happy iſle again, 

All with loud ſhouts bleſs their deliv'rer's hand ; 
Pronounce him patron of their reſcu'd land; 
Gladly the truths, that he reveals, believe; 
And greater bleſſings from his lips receive. 


— * 
ws 
U ; 
| 1001 
== = 
— | 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
2 
— 


. > = ED Is. 
' 


ll 


16 HE 


| — k — = G — — — — 
— — * — * + — — 
> - E : 2 0 2 
x ri : — - -. — — 
SETS X — om - 
— 2 — — Sends nA — n 


— — 
* ago , - 
* —U 
— [Lo . — 


— — 


1 Nee — q . 
r Led. a... 
—— : Porp 


Mi1isSCELLANIES. 


EE HERM IT. 


——————_— Gy 


By Dr. THO. PAE NE LTZ. 


| AR in a wild, unknown to publick view, 
| From youth to age a rey rend HERMIT grew; 
= | The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 


His food the fruits, his drink the chryſtal well. 
Remote from man, with God he pals'd the days, 
Pray'r all his bus neſs, all his pleaſure praiſe. 

A life ſo ſacred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 


( 
| 
; 
8 


Seem'd heav'n itſelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe ; 

That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey, , | 
This ſprung ſome doubt of providence's ſway : 
His hopes no more a certain proſpect boaſt, 
And all the tenour of his ſoul is loſt : 
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So when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſt 


Calm nature's image on its watry breaſt, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 
And fkies beneath with anſw'ring colours glow ; 
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But if a ſtone the gentle ſea divide, 


Swift ruffling circles curl on ev'ry fide, 
And glimmering fragments of a broken ſun, 
Banks, trees, and ſkies, in thick diſorder run. 
To clear this doubt, to know the world by fight, 
To find if books, or ſwains report it right; 
(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 
Whoſe feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew) 
He quits his cell; the pilgrim-ſtaff he bore, 
And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before; 


Then with the fun a riſing journey went, 
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Sedate to think, and watching each event. 
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The morn was waſted in the pathleſs graſs, 

And long and loneſome was the wild to paſs; 

But when the ſouthern ſun had warm'd the day, 

A youth came poſting o'er a croſling way; 

His ray ment decent, his complexion fair, 

And ſoft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair. 

Then near approaching, Father, hail! he cry'd; 
And hail, my Son, the rey'rend Sire reply'd; 

| Words 
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| Words follow'd words, from queſtion anſwer flow'd, 

And talk of various kind deceiv'd the road; 

Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 
While in their age they differ, joyn in heart: 
Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound, 

Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around. 

Now ſunk the ſun; the clofing hour of day 


Came onward, mantled o'er with ſober gray: 
Nature in filence bid the world repoſe : 

When near the road a ſtately palace roſe: 

There by the moon thro” ranks of trees they paſs, 
Whoſe verdure crown'd their ſloping ſides of graſs, 
It chanc'd the noble maſter of the dome 

Still made his houſe the wand'ring ſtranger's home: 
Yet fill the kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, : 
c Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive eaſe. 
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The pair arrive: the liv'ry'd ſervants wait; | | 


| Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 
| The table groans with coſtly piles of food, 
And all is more than hoſpitably good. e 


Then led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in ſleep, and ſilk, and heaps of down. | - 
At length tis morn, and at the dawn of day 
Along the wide canals the Zephyrs play ; ; 
Freſh 
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Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call; 
An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall ; 


So ſeem'd the fire, when far upon the road, 


The changing ſkies hang out their ſable clouds; 
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Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And ſhake the neighb'ring wood to baniſh ſleep, 


Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte. 
Then pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they go; 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe; 
His cup was vaniſh'd; for in ſecret guiſe 
The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt'ring prize, 

As one who 'ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 
Gliſt'ning and baſking in the ſummer ray, 
Diſorder'd ſtops to ſhun the danger near, 
Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear: 


The ſhining ſpoil his wiley partner ſhow'd, 
He ſtopp'd with ſilence, walk'd with trembling heart, 
And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk to part: 
Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard, 
That gen'rous Actions meet a baſe reward, 

While thus they paſs, the ſun his glory ſhrouds, 


A ſound in air preſag'd approaching rain, 
And beaſts to covert ſcud a- croſs the plain. 


Warn'd 
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Warn'd by the ſigns the wand ring pair retreat, 

To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat. 

"Twas built with turrets, on a riſing ground, 

And ftrong, and large, and unimprov'd around: 

Its owner's temper, tim'rous and ſevere, 

Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſart there. | 
As near the Miſer's heavy doors they drew, 


Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew; 
The nimble light'ning mix'd with fhow'rs began, 


And o'er their heads loud-rolling thunder ran. T 

= Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, A 
4 Driv'n by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. A 
1 At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt, T. 
| (CT was then, his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt) A: 

| Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, * 

| And half he welcomes in the ſhivering pair; | W 

| One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, Hi 
And nature's fervor thro' their limbs recals : PT 

Bread of the courſeſt fort, with eager wine, De 

| (Each hardly granted) ſerv'd them both to dine: Lo 

| And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 7 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. Ag 
With {till remark the pond'ring Hermit view'd As 


| In one ſo rich, a life ſo poor and rude ; 
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And why ſhou'd ſuch (within himſelf he cry'd) 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide 2 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon took place, 
In ev'ry ſettling feature of his face! 
When from his veſt the young companion bore 
That cup, the gen'rous landlord own'd before, 
And paid profuſely with the precious bowl 
| The ſtinted kindneſs of this churliſh ſoul, 

But now the clouds in airy tumult fly, | 
The ſun emerging opes an azure ſky ; 
A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
And glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the day; 
The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 
And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. 

While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's boſom wrought 
With all the travel of uncertain thought; 
His partner's acts without their cauſe appear, 
'Twas there a vice, and ſeem'd a madneſs here: 
Deteſting that, and pitying this he goes, 
Loſt and confounded with the various ſhows. 
' Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky; 
Again the wand'rers want a place to lye, 


Again they ſearch, and find a lodging nigh. 
| The 
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The ſoil improv'd around, the manſion neat, 

And neither poorly low, nor idly great: 

It ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, 

Content, and not for Praiſe, but virtue kind, 
_ Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 

Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet: 


Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, A 
The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies: 1 

Without a vain, without a grudging heart, [ 
To him who gives us. all, I yield a part; A 
From him you. come, for him accept it here, 7 
A frank. and ſober, more than coſtly cheer. A 
He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table- ſpread, b 
Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed, T 


When the grave houſhold round his hall repair, 
| Warn'd by a Bell, and cloſe the hours with pray'r, In 


At length the world renew'd by calm repoſe. D 
Was ſtrong for toil, the dapple morn aroſe;. W 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept, 2 
Near the clos'd Cradle where an infant ſlept, H 


And writh'd his neck : the landlord's little pride, Fa 
©. ſtrange return: grew black, and gaſp'd, and dy'd.. I e 
Horrour of horrours ! what! his only ſon! * 


How look d our hermit when the fact was done? . 
. Not 
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Not hell, tho' hell's black ja ws in ſunder part, 
And breathe blue fire, could more aſſault his heart. 
Confus'd, and ſtruck with ſilence at the deed, 
He flies, but trembling fails to fly with ſpeed. 
His ſteps the youth purſues ; the country lay _ 
Perplex'd with Roads, a ſervant ſhow'd the way: 


Artiver croſs'd the path; the paſſage o'er 


Was nice to find; the ſervant trod before; 
Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupply'd, 
And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 


The youth, who ſeem'd to watch a time to ſin, 


Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt him in; 

Plunging he falls, and riſing lifts his head, 

Then flaſhing turns, and finks among the dead, 
Wild, ſparkling rage inflames the father's eyes, 

He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 

Deteſted wretch l- But ſcarce his ſpeech began, 


When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer Man: 
His youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet; 

His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet; 
Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; 
Celeſtial odours breathe rhro' purpled air; 

And wings, whoſe colours glitter'd on the day, 
Wide at his back their gradual plumes diſplay. 


The 
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The form etherial burſts upon his ſight, 
And moves in all the majeſty of light. 

Tho loud at firſt the Pilgrim's paſſion grew, 
Sudden he gaz d, and wiſt not what to do; 
Surprize in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 
And in a calm his ſettling temper ends. 

But ſilence here the beauteous angel broke, 
(The voice of muſick raviſh'd as he ſpoke.) 1 
Thy pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life to vice unknown, H. 
In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne: 
Theſe charms, ſucceſs in our bright region find, 
And force an Angel down, to calm thy mind; 
For this commiſſion'd, I forſook the ſky ; FF" 


Nay, ceaſe to knee Thy fellow-ſervant J. Th 
Then know the truth of government divine, Cot 
An 


And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine. 
The Maker juſtly claims that world he made, Th 


In this the right of providence is laid ; Wi 
Its ſacred majeſty thro' all depends Fat 
On uſing ſecond means to work his ends: | Anc 
Tis thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, L 
The pow'r exerts his atiributes on high, But 
Your actions uſes, nor controuls your will, Ich 


And bids the doubting ſons of men be ſtill. And 
| What 


at 
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What ſtrange events can ſtrike with more ſurprize, 
Than thoſe which lately ſtrook thy wand'ring eyes? 
Yet taught by theſe, confeſs th Almighty juſt, 
And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt! 
The great, vain man, who far'd on coſtly food, 
Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good ; 
Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 
And forc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of wine, 
Has, with the cap, the gracelc!: cuſtom loſt, 
And ſtill he welcomes, but with lets of coſt, | 
The mean, ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted door, 
Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wand'ring poor; 
With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That heav'n can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 
Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
And feels compaſſion touch his grateful ſoul, 
Thus artiſts melt the ſullen oar of lead, 
With heaping coals of fire upon its head; 
In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
And looſe from droſ the filver runs below, 
Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
But now the child half-waan'd his heart from God; 
(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 
And meaſur'd back his ſteps to carth again, 
2B | To 
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To what exceſſes had his dotage run ? 

But God, to fave the father, took the Son. 
To all but thee, in fits he ſeem'd to go, 
(And twas my miniſtry to deal the blow.) 
The poor fond parent humbled in the duſt, 
Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. 

But how had all his fortune felt a wrack, 

- Had that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back ? 
This night his treaſur'd heaps he meant to ſteal, 
And what a fund of charity would fail! | 

Thus heav'n inſtructs thy mind: This tryal o'er, 
Depart in peace, reſign, and fin no more, 

On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
The ſage ſtood wond'ring as the Seraph flew. 
Thus look'd El;ha, when to mount on high 
His maſter took the chariot of the ſky; 
The fiery pomp aſcending left the view; 

The prophet gaz'd, and wiſh'd to follow too. 

The bending HEBRMuI T here a pray'r begun, 
Lord! as in heav'n, on earth thy will be done. h 
Then gladly turning, ſought his ancient place, 
And paſs'd a life of piety and peace. 
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RISE of WOMAN. 
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By the Same. 
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HAT ancient times (thoſe times we fan- 


cy wile) 
Have left on long record of woman's riſe, 
What morals teach it, and what fables hide, 
What author wrote it, how that author dy'd, 
All theſe I fing. In Greece they fram'd the tale 
(In Greece twas thought a woman might be frail.) 
p: Ye modern beauties! where the poet drew 
His ſofteſt pencil, think he dreamt of you; 


And 
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And warn'd by him, ye wanton pens, beware 
How heav'n's concern'd to vindicate the fair, 
The caſe was Heſiod's; he the fable writ; 

Some think with meaning, ſome with idle wit: 
Perhaps 'tis either, as the ladies pleaſe; | 
I wave the conteſt, and commence the lays. 

In days of yore, (no matter where or when, 
"Twas e er the low creation ſwarm'd with men) 
That one Prometheus, ſprung of heav'nly birth, 
(Our author's ſong can witneſs) liv'd on earth. | 
He carv'd the turf to mold a manly frame, 

And ftole from Jove his animating flame. 
The ſly contrivance o'er Olympus ran, 
When thus the monarch of the ſtars began. 

Oh vers 'd in arts! whoſe daring thoughts aſpire 

To kindle clay with never-dying fire! 
Enjoy thy glory paſt, that gift was thine; 
The next thy creature meets, be fairly mine: 
And ſuch a gift, a vengeance ſo deſign'd, 
As ſuits the counſel of a God to find . 
A pleafing boſom cheat, a ſpecious ill, 
Which felt they curſe, yet covet ſtill to feel. 

He ſaid; and Vulcan ſtrait the fire commands, 
To temper mortar with ethereal hands; 

| In 
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In ſuch a ſhape te mould the riſing fair, 
As virgin-goddeſſes are proud to wear; 
To make her eyes with diamond-water ſhine, 
And form her organs for a voice divine, | 
'Twas thus the fire ordain'd; the pow'r obey'd; 
And work'd, and wonder'd at the work he made; 
The faireſt, ſofteſt, ſweeteſt frame beneath, 
Now made to ſeem, now more than ſeem, to breathe. 

As Vulcan ends, the chearful queen of charms 
Claſp'd the new-panting creature in her arms; 
From that embrace a fine complexion ſpread, 
Where mingl'd whiteneſs glow'd with ſofter red. 
Then in a kiſs ſhe breath'd her various arts, 
Of trifling prettily with wounded hearts; 
A mind for love, but ſtill a changing mind; 
The liſp affected, and the glance deſign'd ; 
The ſweet confuſing bluſh, the ſecret wink, 
The gentle-ſwimming walk, the courteous ſink, 
The ſtare for ſtrangeneſs fit, for ſcorn the frown, 
For decent yielding looks declining down, 
The practis'd languiſn, where well-feign'd deſire | | 
Wou'd own its melting in a mutual fire; 
Gay ſmiles to comfort ; April ſhow'rs to move; 
And all the nature, all the art, of love. 
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Gold-ſcepter'd Juno next exalts the fair; 
Her touch endows her with imperious air, g 
Self. valuing fancy, highly-crefted pride, 
Strong ſov'reign will, and ſome deſire to chide: 
For which, an eloquence, that aims to vex, 7 
With native tropes of anger arms the ſex. 
Minerva ({kilful goddeſs) train'd the maid 
To twirl the ſpindle by the twiſting thread, A 
To fix the loom, inftru the reeds to part, 
Croſs the long weft, and cloſe the web with art, 
An uſeful gift; but what profuſe expence, 
What world of faſhions, took its riſe from hence! 
Young Hermes next, a cloſe-contriving God, 
| Her brows encircled with his ſerpent rod: 
Then plots and fair excuſes fill'd her brain, | 


The views of breaking am'rous vows for gain, Be] 
The price of favours; the deſigning arts ] 
That aim at riches in contempt of hearts; Co1 
And for a comfort in the marriage life, Wi 
The little, pilf 'ring temper of a wife. | Ay 
Full on the fair his beams Apollo flung, Bac 
And fond perſuaſion tip'd her eaſy tongue ; 18 
He gave her words, where oily flatt'ry lays, Her 
The pleaſing colours of the art of praiſe; Ney 


And 


\ nd 


MisCELLANIES. 221 
And wit, to ſcandal exquiſitely prone, 

Which frets another's ſpleen to cure its own. 
Thoſe ſacred virgins whom the bards revere, 
Tun'd all her voice, and ſhed a ſweetneſs there, 
To make her ſenſe with double charms abound, 

Or make her lively nonſenſe pleaſe by ſound. 
'To dreſs the maid, the decent Graces brought 

A robe in all the dies of beauty wrought, 

And plac'd their boxes o'er a rich brocade 

Where pictur'd Loves on ev'ty cover play'd ; 

Then ſpread thoſe implements that Valcar's art 

Had fram'd to merit Cytheraa's heart; 

The wire to curl, the cloſe indented comb 

To call the locks that lightly wander, home; 

And chief, the mirrour, where the raviſh'd maid 


Beholds and loves her own reflected ſhade. 

Fair Flora lent her ſtores, the purpled Hours 
Confin'd her treſſes with a wreath of flow'rs ; 
Within the wreath aroſe a radiant crown; 

A veil pellucid hung depending down; 
Back roll'd her azure veil with ſerpent fold, 
The purfled border deck'd the floor with gold. 
Her robe (which cloſely by the girdle brac's 
Reveal'd the beauties of a ſlender waſft) 

2 Flow'd 
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Flow'd to the Feet; Fl 
When Venus Statues have a robe to wear, 

"The new-ſprung creature finiſh'd thus for harms, 
Adjuſts her habit, practiſes her charms, 
With bluſhes glows, or ſhines with lively ſmiles, 
Confirms her will, or recollects her wiles : 
Then conſcious of her worth, with eaſy pace 


to copy Venus Air, 


Glides by the the glaſs, and turning views her face, 


A finer flax than what they wrought before, 
Thro' time's deep cave the Siſter Fates explore, 
Then fix the loom, their fingers nimbly weave, 
And thus their toil prophetick ſongs deceive. _ 

Flow from the rock, my flax! and ſwiftly flow, 
\ Purſue thy thread; the ſpindle runs below. 

A creature fond and changing, fair and vain, 

The creature Woman, riſes now to reign. 

New beauty blooms, a beauty form'd to fly; | 
New love begins, a love produc'd to dye; 

| New parts diſtreſs the troubled ſcenes ot life, 

The fondling miſtreſs, and the ruling wife. 

Men, born to labour, all with pains provide; 
Women have time, to ſacrifice to pride: 

They want the care of man, their want they know 

And dreſs to pleaſe with heart-alluring ſhow, 
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The ſhow prevailing, for the ſway contend, 
ind make a ſervant where they meet a friend. 
Thus in a thouſand wax-erected forts 
\loytering race the painful bee ſupports, 
from ſun to ſun, from bank to bank he flies, 
With honey loads his bag, with wax his thighs, 
fly where he will, at home the race remain, 
Prune the ſilk dreſs, and murm'ring eat the gain. 
Yet here and there we grant a gentle bride, 
Vhoſe temper betters by the father's ſide ; 
alike the reſt that double human care, 
Fond to relieve, or reſolute to ſhare; _ 
Happy the man whom thus his ftars advance! 
The curſe is gen'ral, but the blefling chance. 
Thus ſung the Siſters, while the gods admire 
Their beauteous creature, made for man in ire ; 
The young Pandora ſhe, whom all contend 
To make too perfect not to gain her end: 
Then bid the winds that fly to breathe the ſpring, 
Return to bear her on a gentle wing; 


With wafting airs the winds obſequious nen ee ee 


And land the ſhining vengeance ſafe below. no 8 


A golden coffer in her hand ſhe bore, bY . 
[The preſent. treach'rous, but the bearer more) _ 
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T was fraught with pangs ; for Jove ordain'd above, 

That gold ſhou'd aid, and pangs attend on love. 
Her gay deſcent the man perceiv'd afar, 

Wond'ring he run to catch the falling ſtar ; 

But ſo ſurpriz'd, as none but he can tell, 

Who lov'd ſo quickly, and who lov'd ſo well. 

O'er all his Veins the wand'ring paſſion burns, 

He calls her nymph, and ev'ry nymph by turns. 

Her form to lovely Venus he prefers, 

Or ſwears that Venus muſt be ſuch as hers, 

She, proud to rule, yet ſtrangely fram'd to teize, 

Neglects his offers while her airs ſhe plays, | 

Shoots ſcornful glances from the bended frown, 

In briſk diſorder trips it up and down, 

Then hums a careleſs tune to lay the ſtorm, 

And fits, and bluſhes, ſmiles, and yields, in form. 
«© Now take what Jove defign'd (ſhe ſoftly cry d) 

« This box thy portion, and my ſelf thy bride : ” 

Fir'd with the proſpect of the double charms, 

He ſnatch'd the box, and bride, with eager arms. 


Unhappy man! to whom ſo bright ſhe ſhone: 
The fatal gift, her tempting ſelf, unknown ! 
The winds were ſilent, all the waves aſleep, 
And heav'n was trac'd upon the flatt'ring deep; 
But 
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But whilſt he looks unmindful of a ſtorm, 
And thinks the water wears a ſtable form, 
What dreadful din around his ears ſhall riſe ! 
What frowns confuſe his picture of the ſkies! 

At firſt the creature man was fram'd alone, 
Lord of himſelf, and all the world his own. 

For him the nymphs in green forſook the woods, 
For him the nymphs in blue forſook the floods ; 
In vain the ſatyrs rage, the tritons rave, 

They bore him heroes in the ſecret cave. 

No care deftroy'd, no ſick diſorder prey'd, 

No bending age his ſprightly form decay'd, 

No wars were known, no females heard to rage, 
And poets tell us, twas a golden age. 

When woman came, thoſe ills the box confin'd 
Burſt furious out, and poiſon'd all the wind, 
From point to point, from pole to pole they flew, 
Spread as they went, and in the progreſs grew : 
The nymphs regretting left the mortal race, 

And alt'ring nature wore a ſickly face: 

New terms of folly roſe, new ſtates of care ; 
New plagues, to ſuffer, and to pleaſe, the fair ! 
The days of whining, and of wild intrigues, 


Commenc d, or finiſh'd, with the breach of leagues; 
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The mean deſigns of well-diſſembled love; I 
The ſordid matches never join'd above ; - 111M 
Abroad, the labour, and at home the noiſe, i: 
(Man's double ſuff rings for domeſtick joys) 4 
| The curſe of jealouſy ; expence, and ſtrife; 0 
y Divorce, the publick brand of ſhameful life ; 1 
The rival's ſword; the qualm that takes the fair; T 
Diſdain for paſſion, paſſion in deſpair A 
Theſe, and a thouſand, yet unnam'd, we find; h 
Ah fear the thouſand, yet unnam'd behind! C 
Thus on Parnaſſus tuneful Heſiod ſung, 18 
The mountain eccho'd, and the valley rung, Wa 
The Acred groves a fix d attention ſhow, _ Ka 
The chryſtal Helicon forbore to flow,” / TW 
The {ky grew bright, and (if his Verſe be true) By 
The Muſes came to give the Laurel too. Pil 
But what avail'd the verdant prize of wit, 6 
If Tove ſwore vengeance for the tales he writ? Ar 
Ye fair offended, hear your friend relate HH 
What heavy judgment prov'd the writer's fate, (*] 
Tho' when it happen d, no relation Clears, 
Tis thought in five, or five and twenty years. At 
| Where, dark and filent, with a twiſted ſhade 11 
-The neighb'ring woods a native arbour made, I Bu 


There 


| MiscELLANIES. 227 


There oft a tender pair for am'rous play 
Retiring, toy'd the raviſh'd hours away; 

A Locrian Youth, the gentle Troilus he, 

A fair Mileſian, kind Evanthe ſhe : 

But ſwelling nature in a fatal hour 

Betray.d the ſecrets of the conſcious bow'r; 
The dire diſgrace her brothers count their own, 
And track her ſteps, to make its author known. 


It chanc'd one evening, ('twas the lover's day) | 


Conceal'd in brakes the jealous kindred lay; 


When Feſiod wand'ring, mus'd along the plain, 
And fix'd his ſeat where love had fix'd the ſcene : 


A ftrong ſuſpicion ſtraight poſſeſt their mind, 
(For poets ever were a gentle kind.) 

But when Evanthe near the paſſage ſtood, 

Fung back a doubtful look, and ſhot the wood, 


Now take, (at once they cry) thy due reward, 


And urg'd with erring rage, aſſault the bard. 
His corps the ſea received. The dolphins bore 


(Twas all the gods would do) the corps to ſhore, 


Methinks I view the dead with pitying eyes, 
And ſee the dreams of ancient wiſdom riſe ; 
I ſee the Muſes round the body cry, 
Bat hear a C»pid loudly laughing by; 
43 -- | 
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He wheels his arrow with inſulting hand, 
And thus inſcribes the moral on the ſand. 

& Here Heſiad lies: Ye future bards, beware 
« How far your moral tales incenſe the fair: 
% Unlov'd, unloving, 'twas his fate to bleed; 
% Without his quiver Cupid caus'd the deed : 
« He judg'd this turn of malice juſtly due, 

« And Heſiod dy'd for joys he never knew. 
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By the Same. 


„ 


FM 7 HEN thy beauty appears 
* In its graces and airs, 
All bright as an angel new dropt from the ſky; 


At diſtance I gaze, and am aw'd by my fears, 
So ſtrangely you dazzle my eye! 


But when without art, 
| 'Your kind thoughts you impart, 
When your love runs in bluſhes thro' ev'ry vein ; 
Wen it darts from your eyes, when it pants 
in your heart, 


K 6: -- There's 


| 
þ 
f 


230 Mi1scELtLanits. 


There's a paſſion and pride 


In our ſex (ſhe reply d) 5 
And thus (might I gratify both) I wou'd do; ; ” 
Still an angel appear to each lover beſide, 4 

But ſtill be a woman to you. | 

* 
1 
5 
7 
b 
/ 
£ 


- To 


fa... | "—_ SS. x —— 3 


MiscELLANIES. | _ 


Sn dg 88888 2222272247425 
eee eee ee eee eee 
C 


To his Grace the Duke of A R- 

 GYLE, upon reading the fol- 
lowing ſhort Preamble to the 
Patent creating him Duke of 
GREENWICH. 


Cum viri illius, cui novos hiſce literis pa- 
tentivus Titulos decernimus, & egregia in nos 
Patriamque ſuam Merita, & illuſtre Ge- 
nus, & Majorum res geſtæ, Hiſtoriarum Mo- 
numentis celebrate, ſatis inclaruerint, qui- 
bus rationibus adducti ſumus eum ſummo inter 
Proceres honore dignari, nil opus eſt pluri- 
bus recenſere. 


Indleſs of fate in theſe low vile abodes, 
TrRANTS have oft uſurp' d the ſtyle of Gops; 
But that the mox TAL might be thought DIVINE, 
The ERA p ftraight new-modell'd all his line; 
And venal PRIEST with well-diſſembled lye, 

| Preambled to the crowd the mimick DEITY. 
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Not ſo great Sa ruxx's ſon, imperial Jovx 

HE reigns, unqueſtion'd, in his realms above: 

No title from deſcent uE need infer, 

His red right arm proclaims the THUNDERER, 
This, CamPBELL, be thy pride, illuſtrious Peer! 

Alike to ſhine diſtinguiſh'd in your ſphere: 


All merit but your ows you may diſdain, 
And xinGs have been your aNCESTORS in vain. 


On 


FF 
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On Lady KATHARINE Hype's 
Picture, drawn by Sir Godfrey 
Moeller. 


Venus miſtaken: 


I, 
Y milk-white doves as drawn of old, 
Venus the Queen of love, 


B 


Sir Godfrey's paintings to behold, 
Deſcended from above, 
| II: 
When to the earth the goddeſs came, 
Pleas'd and ſurpriz'd the ſaw 
Thy labours, Xzeller, and thy fame 
Salſo ry and Ranelaugh. | 
| III. 
Fixt on Miranda ſtreight ſhe cries 
Aſtoniſht, here I trace, 
| No 
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No modern ſhades, no mortal eyes, 
Apelles' art, my face. 
IV. 
But ſoon as her miſtake ſhe found, 
(I ſwear by all that's pretty) | 
I thought the goddeſs would have ſwoon'd, 
To hear 'twas Lady Ritty. 
Poor Venus, I muſt fairly tell her 
(What cannot. be deny'd,) 
Apelles is outdone by Kneller, 
As Venus is by Hy DE. 
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Verſes imitated from the French 
of Monſieur MAYNARD to 
Cardinal RI cHLIEK Uu. 


By Mr. S TE PN E V. 


If 
HEN money, and my blood ran high; 
My muſe was reckon'd wond'rous pretty: 
The ſports and ſmiles did round her fly, 
 Enamour'd with her ſmart concetti. 
To = >= 
Now (who'd have thought it once?) with pain 
She ſtrings her harp, whilſt freezing age 
But feebly runs thro' ev'ry vein, 
And chills my briſk poetick rage. 
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III. 
I properly have ceas'd to live, 
To wine and women dead in law; 
And ſoon from fate I ſhall receive 
A ſummons, to the ſhades to go. 
= IV. 
The warriour ghoſts will round me come, 
To hear o' fam'd Ramillia's fight; 
| Whilſt the vex'd Bourbons, thro' the gloom, 
| Retire to th' utmoſt realms o' night, 
* 
Then I, my Lord, will tell how you 
With penſions every muſe inſpire, 
Who Marlb'rough's conqueſts did purſue, 
And to his trumpets tun'd the lyre. 
VI. 
But ſhou'd ſome drolling ſpite demand, 
Well, Sir, what place had you, I pray i 
How like a coxcomb ſhould I ſtand ! 
What would your Lordſhip have me fay 4 
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On the River DAN uE. 


EE how the wand'ring Danube flows, 
Realms and Religions parting; 
A friend to all true chriſtian foes, 
To Peter, Jack, and Martin, 
Now proteſtant, and papiſt now; 
Not conſtant long to either, 
At length an infidel does grow, 
| And ends his journey, neither, 
Thus many a youth I've known ſet out 
Half proteſtant, half papiſt, 
And rambling long the world about, 
Turn infidel or atheiſt, 


TH 


OLD GENTRY, 


Out of French. 


rA all from Adam firſt begun, 

| Sure none (but Wh—ftos) doubts ; 

And that his ſon, and his ſon's ſon 

ü Were plowmen, clowns and Jouts : 

Here lies the only diff rence now; . 
Some ſhot off late, ſome ſoon, 

Your fires i'th' morning left their plow, 
And ours i'th' afternoon. 
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The MoxsTER of Racvusa, as it 
was ſeen in the Mhing-Poſt, 


Feb. 1716. An excellent new 
Ballad. 


\ Pollo I will not implore 
A For he in fables deals : 
And eke that man I do abhor 
Who wrote the Perſian-Tales. 


Whoe'er in February laſt * q 
Of Flying-Poſi the news ſaw, 
Did read with terror much aghait | 
The Monſter of Raguſa. 8 


* 1 


How Proteus left his watry couch 


The Pagan poets tell, 
He had more ſhapes than Scharamouch, 
And in the deep did dwell, 
Their 


240 
Their Proteus and his flock ſo fair, 
Their Neptune and their Triton, 


If with this giant you compare 


Are monſters you may ſh— on. 


His ſtature it was wond'rous high, 
High as the tow'r of Babel, 
So that his head propt up the ſky 
Is moſt high-ly probable, 


On a whale's back he fat full faſt ; 
A dolphin was his dog ; 
With c@hle rope ty'd to a maſt 
His whale he oft did flog. 


Beneath his arms did muſcles cling, 
And congers ſuck'd each Pap : 

Behind his buttocks hung two ling; 
That always went 8 flap. 


Oyſters about him ſtuck like warts; 
| Eels twiſted round his tail; 
Crabs clamber'd up his privy parts, 
Which he crackt on his nail, * 
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His very ſneezing ſhook the ſhore, 
He cough'd the ground aſunder, 
His voice was like the cannon's roar, 
And he broke wind like thunder.) 


None did him ſee that ſtood him near, 
Or knew the-words he ſaid; 

For few cou'd fee and few cou'd hear 
Since all the folks were dead. 


O monſter ! monſter ! who cou'd know 
The words that from thee came ? 


Rome, and Jeruſalem alſo, 
Both heard and told the ſame, 


Much he of Antichriſt held forth, 
And much of the Pretender, 

Much of a monatch in the north, 
That once did-lodge at Bender, 


He talked of the King of France, 
Of Englih Whig and Tory, 
And how their jars do much advance 

Great-Brizain's pow'r and glory! 
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The Pope's the whore of Babylon, þ 
The Turk he is a Jew, 
The Chriſtian is an infidel Sr: 1 


That ſitteth in a pew. 


And yet the Pope ſhall chriſtian turn 
In hopes of his ſalvation ; -- 
1 likewiſe and 1. - burn 
At ſtake for revelation. 


*Gainft paint and play-houſes he ſpoke, 
Hoop'd-petticoats and tea, 
And vintners vile that poiſon folk, 


And ſnuff and ſodomy. 


This ſaid, he back to fea did lip, 
(But firſt eat fifty muttons) 
And of his tail cocks up the tip 
Long as the worm at Bs. 


O B-——z do not advertize 

Nor thy huge worm ſo brag on: 
This giant voided of vaſt fize 

A mighty flying dragon. 


And 
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And tho” his belly made great roar 
And rais'd the tempeſt louder : 
'Tis faid he never knew John More, 
Nor ſwallow'd his worm - powder. 
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Charlettus Percivallo ſus, 


OR A dum nondum ſonuit ſecunda, 
Nec puer nigras tepefeeit undas, 
Acer ad notos calamus labores | 


Sponte recurrit. 
Quid prius noſtris potiuſve chartis Qua 
Illinam? Cuinam vigil ante noctem Las 
Sole depulſam redeunte ſcriptor | Miſt 
Mitto ſalutem? 
Tu meis chartis, bone Percivalle, Tale 
VUnicè dignus ; tibi pectus implet A cauc 
Non minor noſtro novitatis ardor; Vinc 


Tu quoque Scriptor, 


Detulit 


lit 


Qualis exultat tibi pars mamillæ 


* 4 — 
— 


— Een 2 nas 
—_— 1 - _— l * 


M1$SCELLANIES. 245 


Percivallus Charletto ſuo. 


UALIS ambabus capiendus ulnis 
2 Limen attingit tibi gratus hoſpes, 
Quum ſacras primùm ſubit aut relinquit 


Ifidk arces ; 


Læva, quum cantu propiore ſtrident 
Miſſiles, & jam moneant adeſſe 

Cornua, chartas; 
Tale per noſtrum jecur & medullas 
Caudium fluxit, ſimul ac recluſis 
Vinculis vidi benè literati 

Nomen amici. 

L 2. Obvios 
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Detulit rumor (mihi multa defert 
Rumor) in ſylvis modo te dediſſe 
Furibus prædam, mediumque belli im- 
| In pune ſtetiſſe. 
Saucius num vivit adhuc caballus 
Anne? Ierneis potiora gazis, 
An, tua vita tibi chariora, _ 
Scripta ſuperſunt 0 
Cui legis noſtras, relegiſque chartas? 
Cui meam laudas generofitatem 2? 
Quem meis verbis, mea neſcientem, 
Mane falutas ? 
Scribe ſecurus, quid agit ſenatus, 
Quid caput ſtertit grave Lambethanum 
Quid Comes Guilford, quid habent noyorum 
Dawksque Dyerque. 
Me meus, quondum tuus, è popinis 
Jenny jam viſit, lacrymanſque narrat, 
Dum molit fucos, ſabito peremptum 
Funere Rixon. 
Narrat (avertat Deus inquit omen) 
Hoſpitem note periifle Mitra: 
Narrat immerſam prope limen urbis 
Flumine cymbam, 


Narrat 


rr% 
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Obvios fures, uti fama verax 
Retulit, ſenſi pavidus tremenſque ; 
Sed fui, ſumque, excipias timorem,. 
| Cætera ſoſpes. 
Scire fi ſylvam cupias pericli | 
Conſciam, & triſtes nemoris tenebras, 
Conſulas lente tabulas parantem 
Te duce Colum, 
Flebilis legi miſeranda docti 
Fata pictoris, ſed & hoc iniqua 
Damna conſolor, ſupereſt perempto 
Rixone Wildgooſe. 
Que tamen mitram mulier labantem 
Fulciets? munus vetulz parentis 
Anna præſtabit, niſi fors Ierni 
Hoſpita cygni. 
Lætus accepi celeres vigere 
Pricketi plantas, ſimul ambulanti 
Plaudo Sherwino, pueroque Dave 
Mitto ſalutem. 
Jenny, poſt Hinton, comitum tuorume 
primus, ante omnes mihi gratulandus, 
Qui tibi totus vacat, & vacabit. 
Nec vetat Uxor. 


L.3. 
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Narrat at portis meus Hinton aſtat, 


Nuncius Prictet redit, avocat me =; 

Sherwin, & ſcribendæ aliò requirunt 8 
Mille tabellæ. 
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Hæc ego luſi properante musa, 
Leſbiæ vatis numeros ſecutus: 
si novi quid ſit, meliùs docebit 
Sermo pedeſtris. 


P. 8. 
| — / * — 
Cænitant mecum comites Jerna, 
Multa qui de te memorant culullos 


Inter, & pulli, vice literarum, 
Crus tibi mittunt. 
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WEN! 2 
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Monfteur de la Fontain. 


Reeman and Wild, two hot young gallants, 
Fam'd thro' the town for ſwinging lente, 

At making, or at acting love, 
And Beaux too, over and above: 
Like friends, had a fine buxom woman, 
(Like friends indeed, you'll ſay) in common, 
Now one of theſe two ſparks attack d her 
So furiouſly, ſo like a Hector, 
He got a girl, who to a tittle 
Her mother's picture was in little. 
When both Jack Freeman and Ned Wild, 
Would own the fair and chopping child ; 
Both own the Babe ! (and who would not ?) 
Sweet as the ſin, by which 'twas got! 
Fed, that he's ſure he got her, cries, 


She has his dimples, and his eyes, 


That 


The two Friends. Imitated from 


SO 


at 
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That that was his, Jack Freeman ſwore, 
That ſhe reſembled him all oer 
The dev'l was not more like a Moor. 
But when, at length, the girl began ; 

To grow capacious of a man, 

Changing their minds, each ſpark choſe rather 
To be the ſinner than the father. 

Cries Wild to Freeman, Jack, this laſs 

Is thy own fleſh and blood, ſhe has 

The very leer of lewd Jack Freeman. 
Adz — that ſham won't paſs on me, man, 
(Cries Freeman to his brother Wild ) 

Mine is the laſs, and thine the child. 

Cries Wild to Freeman, thou'lt be damn'd= 
Ay, ay, Ned, - but I won't be ſhamm'd, 
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On the firſt fit of the Gour. 


A 

5 Pl 

Elcome thou friendly earneſt of fourſcore Y 
Promiſe of wealth, that haſt alone the pow 'r 80 
T'attend the rich unenvy'd by the poor. Be 
Thou that doſt Æſculapius deride, 5 M. 
And o'er his gally-pots in triumph ride: Tc 


Thou that art us'd t'attend the royal throne, 
And under-prop the head that bears the crown; 
Thou that doſt oft in privy council wait, 
And guard from drouzy ſleep the eyes of ſtate ; 
Thou that upon the bench art mounted high, 
And warn'ſt the judges how they tread awry ; 
Thou that doſt oft from pamper'd prelate's toe, 
Emphatically urge the pains below ; 
Thou that art ever half the city's grace, 
And add'ſt to ſolemn noddles ſolemn pace; 
| Thou 


\M1isCELLANIES, 853 

Thou that art us'd to ſit on ladies knee, 
To feed on jellies, and to drink cold tea: 
Thou that art ne'er from velvet ſlipper free; 
Whence comes this unſought honour unto me? 
Whence does this mighty condeſcenſion flow £ 
To viſit my poor tabernacle, O —— ! | 

As Jove vouchſaf d on Ida's top, tis ſaid, 
At poor Philemon's cot to take a bed; | 
Pleas'd with the poor but hoſpitable feaſt, 
Jove bad him aſk, and granted his requeſt ; 
So do thou grant (for thou'rt of race divine, 


F 


Begot on Venus, by the God of wine) 
My humble ſuit : — And either give me ſtore 
To entertain thee, or ne'er ſee me more. 
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VERSES made to a Simile of 
Mr. Popz's. 


BY 4 Mr. . 
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HEN at our houſe the ſervants brawl, 
i WY. And raiſe an uproar in the hall; 
When John the butler, and our Mary, 
About the plate. and linen vary : 

Till the ſmart dialogue grows rich, 

In ſneaking dog! and ugly bitch! 

Down comes my Lady like the devil, 
And makes them ſilent all and civil. 
Thus cannon clears the cloudy air, 
And ſcatters tempeſts brewing there : 
Thus bullies ſometimes keep the peace;, 
And one ſcold makes another ceaſe, 


4 1 
A Pin- 
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A Pindarick O D E. 
To the happy Memory of the moſt 


renown'd Du Val. 


By the Author of HUDIBRAS. 4 
I. 


IS true, to complement the dead, 
Is as impertinent and vain, 
As twas of old to call em back again. 
Or, like the Tartars, give em wives, 
With ſettlements for after-lives. 
For all that can be done or faid, 
Tho' ne'er ſo noble, great, and good, 
By them is neither heard nor underſtood, 
Pin- 3 | a 


Nie 
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All our fine lights, and tricks of art, 
Firſt to create, and then adore deſert ; 

And thoſe romances which we frame, 

To raiſe ourſelves, not them a name, - 
In yain are ſtuft with ranting flatteries, 
And ſuch, as if they knew, they would deſpiſe ;; 
For as thoſe times, the golden age they call, 

In which there was no gold at all; 
So we plant glory and renown,. 
Where it was ne'er deſery'd nor known, 

But to worſe purpoſe many times, 

To varniſh o'er nefarious crimes, © 
And cheat the world that never ſeems to mind, 
How good or bad men dye, but what they leave be- 

1 | | | 
| II. 
And yet the brave du Val, whoſe name, 
Can never be worn out by fame, 
That liv'd and dy'd to leave behind #25 
A great example to mankind : 
That fell a publick ſacrifice, 
From ruin to preyent thoſe few 
Who, tho' born falle, may be made true ; 


And teach the world to be more juſt and wile; 
Ought 
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Ought not, like vulgar aſhes, reſt 0 
Unmention'd in the ſilent cheſt, 
Not for his own, but publick intereſt. 
He, like a pious man, ſome years before 
Th' arrival of his fatal hour, 
Made ev'ry day he had to live, 
To his laſt minute, a preparative. 
Taught the wild Arabs on the road 
To act in a more genteel mode, 
Take prizes more obligingly than thoſe 
Who never had been bred Filous, | 
And how to hang in a more graceful faſhion, 
Than e'er was known before to the dull Engliſh 
Nation. 
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III. 
In France, the ſtaple of new modes, 
Where garbs and courts are current goods, 


That ſerves the ruder northern nations 
With methods of addreſs and treat, 
Preſcribes new garnitures and faſhions, 
And how to drink, and how to eat, 
No out-of-faſhion wine or meat. 
To underſtand crevats and plumes, :; - - 
And the moſt modiſh from the old perfumes, 
| To 


* 
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To know the age and pedigrees, 
Of points of Flanders and Venice, 
Caſt their nativity, and to a day 
Foretel how long they'll hold, and when decay, 
Taffect the pureſt negligences, 
In geſtures, gaits, and miens, 
And ſpeak by repartee routines, 
Out of the moſt authentick of romances; 
And to demonſtrate with ſubſtantial reaſon, 
What ribbands all the year are in or out of ſeaſon. 
1 755 . 1 0 
To this great academy of mankind 
He ow'd his birth and education, 0 
Where all are ſo ingeniouſly inclin'd, 
They underſtand by imitation; 
Are taught, improve before they are aware; 
As if they ſuck'd their breeding from the air, 
That naturally does diſpenſe 
To all a deep and ſolid confidence. 
A virtue of that precious uſe, 
That he whom bounteous heav'n-endues- 
But with a mod' rate ſhew of it, 
Can want no worth, abilities, nor wit. 
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An all the deep hermetick arts, 

((For ſo of late the learned call 
All tricks, if ſtrange and myſtical} 
He had improv'd his nat'ral parts, 
And with his magick rod could ſound, 
Where hidden treaſure might be found, 

He, like a lord o'th' manor, ſeiz d upon 
Whatever happen'd in his way, 

As law ful waif and ſtray, 
And after, * the cuſtom, kept it as his OWN; 

V. 

From theſe firſt rudiments he grew 
To nobler feats, and try'd his force 
Upon whole troops of foot and korſe; 
Whom he as bravely did ſubdue: 
Declared all caravans that go 
Upon the king's high way, his foe, 
Made many deſperate attacks, 
Upon itinerant brigades 

Of all profeſſions ranks and trades, 

On carriers loads, and pedlars packs, 

Made them lay down their arms and yield, 

And, to the ſmalleſt piece, reſtore 
All that by cheating they had got before. 
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And after plunder'd all the baggage of the field; 
In ev'ry bold affair of war 
He had the chief command, and led them on: 
For no man is judged fit to have the care 
Of other's lives, until he'as made it known, 
How much he does deſpiſe, and ſcorn his own, 
| Vl. 
Whole provinces 'twixt ſun and ſun, 
Have by his conqu'ring ſword been won; 
And mighty ſums of money laid 
For ranſom upon ev'ry man, | 
And hoſtages deliver'd till twas paid. 
Th' exciſe, and chimny-publican, 
The Jew-foreſtaller and Inhanſer, -— - - 
To him for their crimes did anſwer. 
He vanquiſh'd the moſt fierce, and fell. 
Of all his foes, the conſtable, 
That oft had beat his quarters up, 
And routed him, and all his troop... | 
He took the dreadful lawyers fees,. 
That in his own allow'd high-way, 
Does feats of arms as great as his,. 
And when th' encounter in it, wins the day; 


Safe. 
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Safe in his garriſon, the court, | 
Where meaner criminals are ſentenc'd. for't, 
To the ſtern foe he oft gave quarter, 
But as the Scot chman did to Tartar, - 
That he in time to come 
Might in return from him receive his doom. 
„„ 
He would have Rarv'd this mighty. town, 
And brought his haughty ſpirit down; 
Have cut it off from all relief: 
And like a wiſe and valiant chief, 
"I Made many a fierce aſſault, 
Upon all ammunition-carts, 
And thoſe that bring up cheeſe and malt, 
Or bacon from remoter parts. 
No convoy e er ſo ſtrong with food 
Durſt venture on the deſp rate road; 
He made th'undaunted waggoner obey, 
And the fierce higler contribution pay; 
The ſavage butcher, and ſtout drover 
Durft not to him their feeble troops diſcover ;. 
And if he had but kept the field, 
In time he'd made the city yield, 
ſe | | For 
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For great towns, like the crocodiles, are found: 
I'th' belly apteſt to receive a mortal wound. 
e. 

But when the fatal hour arriv'd, 

In which his ſtars began to frown, 

And had in cloſe cabal contrivd 
| To pull him from his height of glory down, 
When he, by num'rous foes oppreſs d, 

Was in th' enchanted dungeon caſt, 

Secur'd with mighty guards, 
| Leſt he by force or ſtratagem, 


Might prove too cunning for their chains and aw; 
And break thro' all their locks, and bolts, and wards,. 


He'd both his legs by charms committed. 
To one another's charge, 
That neither might be ſet at large, 
And all their fury and revenge out-witted, 
As Jewels of high value are 
Kept under locks with greater charge. 
Than thoſe of meaner rates; 


So be was in ſtone walls, and — n + 


iron grates.. 


Rf 
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IX, 
Thither came ladies from all parts, 
To offer up cloſe pris'ners, hearts, 
Which he receiv'd as tribute due, 
And made 'em yield up love and honour too, 
But in more brave heroicks 
Than e'er were practis'd yet in plays: 
For thoſe two ſpiteful foes who never meet 
But full of hot conteſt and piques, 
About punctilio's and meer tricks, 
Did all their quarrels to his doom ſubmit, 
5 And far more generous and free, 
With only looking on him did agree, 
Both fully ſatisfy d; the one | 
With the freſh lawrels he had won, 
And all the brave renowned feats 


He had perform'd in arms; 
The other with his perſon and his charms : 
For juſt as larks are catch'd in nets, 
By gazing on a piece of glaſs; 
d' | So while the ladies view his brighter eyes, 
And ſmoother poliſh'd face, 
Their gentle hearts, alas! were taken by ee 


L. 
X. 
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e 
Never did bold knight to relieve 
Diſtreſſed dames ſuch dreadful feats s atchieve, L 
As feeble damſels for his fake id 
Would have been proud to undertake, 
And bravely ambitious to redeem -- 
The werld's loſs and their own, 
Strove who ſhould have the honour to 10 81 down . 


And change a life with him: 
But finding all their hopes in vain, By WOO ; 
To move his fixt determin'd fate, p 130 ; 
They life it ſelf began to hate, 
And all the world befide diſdain': 1 
Made loud appeals and moans 
To leſs hard-harted grates and ſtones, 
Came ſwell'd with ſighs, and drown' ai in tears, 
To yield themſelves his fellow-ſufferers : 
And follow'd him like priſoners of war, 
Chain'd to the lofty wheels of his triumphant car. 


> 
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A Ballad on the] UBILEE. 


— WY 


— 


By Mr. HALL of Hereford. 


* 
O ME beaus, virtuoſos, rich heirs and mu- 
Ti B01 ſicians, | 
Away, and in troops to the jubilee jog, 


Leave diſcord and death to the college phyſicians, 


Let the vig'rous whore on, and the impotent flog: 
Already Rome opens her arms to receive ye, 
And of every tranſgreſſion her lord will forgive ye. 
HERS 1 II. _ 
Indulgences, pardons, and ſuch holy lumber, 
As cheap are there now as our cabbages grown; 
Whilſt muſty old relicks of ſaints without number, 
For barely the looking upon ſhall be ſhown : 
PL ; Theſe, 
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- Theſe, were you an atheiſt would needs overcome ye, 
T hat firſt were made martyrs, and afterwards mum- 
my. 
| 5 III. 
They'll ſhew you the river ſo ſung by the poet, 
With the rock from whence mortals were knock'd 
on the head: | 
They'll ſhow you the place too, as ſome will avow it, 
|  Whereoncea ſhe-pope was brought fairly to bed. 
For which ever ſince to prevent interloping, 
In a chair her ſucceſſors till ſuffer a groping. 
| IV. 7 
What-a fight 'tis to ſee the gay idol accoutr'd 
With mitre and cope, and two keys by his fide ? 
Be his inſide what 'twill, yet the pomp of his outward 
Shows Servus Servorum no hater of pride. 


Theſe keys into heaven will as ſurely admit ye, 


As the clerks of a pariſh to a pew in the city. 
What a fight tis to ſee the old man in proceſſion, 
Thro' Reme in ſuch pomp as her Cæſars did ride? 
Here ſcatt' ring of pardons, there croſſing and bleſſing, 
With all his ſhay'd, ſpiritual train · band by his fide: 


as 


- 


As confeſſors, cardinals, monks fat as bacons, 

From rev'rend archbiſhops to roſie archdeacons, 
Spb; 1 VI. | : | 777 

Then for your diverſion, the more to regale ye, 


Fine muſick you'll hear, and high dancing you'll ſee, 


d I Men who much ſhall out- warble your am'rous fdeli, 
And make you meer fools of Balloon and I Abbes: 
t, And to ſhew you how fond hey re to kiſs voſtrgs 
manus, : 
Each padre turns-pim p. and all nuns courtexanas. 
| VII. 
And when you've ſome months at old Babylon been a, 
And on panders and punks all your rhino is ſpent ; 
And when you have ſeen all that's there to beſeena, 
rd You'll return not ſo rich, tho' as wiſe as you went. 
And 'twill be but ſmall comfort, after ſo much 5 
PEACE a. 
That your heirs will do fo . a hundred years 


a a. 
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On the Death of Old BEN NET 
the News-Cryer. 
| | | 
NE evening, when the ſun was juſt gone down | 
As I was walking thro' the noiſy town, 
A ſudden filence thro' each ftreet was ſpread, 
As if the ſoul of London had been fled. 
Much I enquir'd the cauſe, but could not hear, 
Till fame, fo frighten'd that ſhe did not dare 
”  7To raiſe her voice, thus whiſper'd in my ear: 
Bennet, the prince of hawkers, is no more, 
Bennet, my herald on the Brit ſhore ; 
Bennet, by whom I own my ſelf out-done, 
Tho' I an hundred months, he had but one. 
He, when the liſt ning town he would amuſe, 
Made echo tremble with kis bloody news, 
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No more ſhall echo now his voice return, 
Echo for ever muſt in filence mourn. 


Lament, ye heroes, who frequent the wars, 
1 4 
\ The great proclaimer of your dreadful ſcars. 
1 Thus wept the conqueror that the world o'crcame} 


Homer was wanting to enlarge his fame: 

Homer, the firſt of Hawkers that is known, 
Great news from Troy cry'd up and down the towN; 
None like him has there been for ages paſt, 

Till our Stentorian Bennet came at laſt : 


Homer and Bennet were in this agreed, 


Homer was blind, and Bennet could not read: 


WI 
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Omnia me tua delectant; ſed maxime, maxima clin 
fades in amicitta, conſi lum gravitas, conſtantia; tum 
lepos, humanitas, liters, Cic, Ep. 27. lib. 11. 
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LOW tho' I am to wake the ſleeping lyre, 
Vet ſhowd the muſe ſome happy ſong inſpire, 
Fit for a friend to give, and worthy thee, 
That fav'rite verſe to Lambard I decree: 
euch may the muſe inſpire, and make it prove 
A pledge and monument of laſting love! 


Meantime ] 


© 
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Meantime intent the faireſt plan to find, 
To fotm the manners, and improve the mind; 
Me the fam'd wits of Rome and Athens pleaſe, 
By Orrery's indulgence wrapt in eaſe; | 
Whom all the rival muſ2s ſtrive to grace, 
With wreaths familiar to bis letter'd race. 
Now, truth's bright charms employ my ſerious 
thought, EO, 8 
In flowing eloquence by Tully taught: 
Then, from the ſhades of Tuſculum I rove, 
And ſtudious wander in the Grecian grove; 
While wonder,. and delight the ſoul engage, 
To ſound the depths of Plato's ſacred page: 
Where ſcience in attractive fable hes, 
And veil'd, the more invites her lover's eyes, 
Tranſported thence, the flow'ry heights I gain 
Of Pindus; and admire the warbling train, 
Whoſe wings the Muſe in better ages prun'd, 
And their ſweet harps to moral airs attun'd. 
As night is tedious while, in love betray'd, 
The wakeful youth expects the faithleſs maid; 
As weary'd hinds accuſe the ling'ring ſun, 


And heirs impatient, wiſh for twenty one: 
M 3 1 So 
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So dull to * Horace did the moments glide; 

Till his free muſe her ſprightly force employ'd 

To combat vice; and follies to expoſe, 

In eaſy numbers near ally'd to proſe : 

Guilt bluſh'd, and trembled when ſhe heard him 
fing, 

He ſmil'd reproof, and tickled with his fling. 

With ſuch a graceful negligence expreſt, 

Wit, thus apply'd, will ever ſtand the teft: 

But he, who blindly led by whimſy ſtrays, 

And from groſs images, wou'd merit praiſe, 

When nature ſets the nobleſt ſtores in view; 

Affects to poliſh copper in Peru. 

So while the ſeas on barren ſands are caſt, 

The faltneſs of their waves offends the tafte ; 


But when to heav'n exhal'd, in fruitful rain, 


And fragrant dews, they fall, to cheer the ſwain . 
Revive the fainting flowr's, and ſwell the meagre 
grain, 8 | : 
Be this their care, who ſtudious of renown, 
Toil up th' Aonian ſteep to reach the crown: 


* 


* 
— — — 


X Epiſt. x, Lib. 17. 


Suffice 
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Suffice it me, that (having ſpent my prime 
In picking epithets, and yoking rhime) 
To ſteadier rule my thoughts I now compoſe, 
And prize ideas clad in honeſt proſe. | 
Old Dryden emulous of Cæſar's praiſe, 
Cover'd his baldneſs with immortal. bays; 
And death perhaps to ſpoil poetic. ſport, 
Unkindly cut an Alexandrine ſhort. 
His ear had a more laſting itch than ming, 
For the ſmooth cadence of a golden line! 
Shou'd luſt of verſe prevail, and urge the man 
To run the trifling race the Boy began; 
Mellow'd with fixty winters, you might ſgg - 
My circle end in ſecond infancy... 
I might e'er long an awkward humour have, . 
To wear my bells and coral to the grave; 
Or tound my room alternate take a courſe, - 
Now mount my hobby, then the muſe's horſe: 
Let others wither gay, but I'd appear 
With ſage decorum in my eaſy chair: 
Grave as Libanius, ſlumb ring o'er the laws, 
Whilſt gold, and party zeal decide the cauſes 
A nobler taſk our riper age affords, 
Than ſcanning ſyllables, and weighing words; 
M 4 Te 
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To make his hours in even meaſures flow, 8 
Nor think ſome fleet too faſt, and ſome too ſtow : - 
Still equal in himſelf, and free to taſte I 
The Now, without repining at the Paſt; I 
Nor the vain preſcience of the ſpleen t'employ, J 
To pall the flavour of a promis'd joy: E 
To live tenacious of the golden mean; \ 
In all events of various fate ſerene; 8 


With virtue ſteel'd, and ſteddy to ſurvey | o 
Age, death, diſeaſe, or want without diſmay : Us 
Theſe Arts, my Lambard! uſeful in their end, p 
Make man to others, and himſelf, a friend. Ir 
Happieſt of mortals he, who timely wiſe, O 

In the calm walks of truth his bloom enjoys: b 
With books and patrimonial plenty bleſt, SR 
Health in his veins, and quiet in his breaft ! IF. 
Him no vain hopes attract, no fears appalls, N 
Nor the gay ſervitude of courts enthralls; 1 
Unknowing how to maſk concerted guile B 
With a falſe cringe, or undermining ſmile; V 
His manners pure, from affectation free, : 80 
And prudence ſhines thro' clear fimplicity. N 
| :4 Tho' no rich labours of the Perſian loom, 9 5 


Nor the nice ſculptor's art adorn his room; 


. as h 
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Sleep 
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Sleep unprovok'd will ſoftly ſeal his eyes, 
And innocence the want of down ſupplies: 
Health tempers all his cups, and at his board 
Reigns the cheap luxury the fields afford, 
Like the great Trojan, mantled in a cloud, 
Himſelf unſeen he ſees the lab'ring croud; 
Where all induſtrious to their ruin run, 
Swift to purſue what moſt they ought to ſhun; 
Some by the ſordid thirſt of gain controll'd, 
Starvein their ſtores, and cheat themſelves for gold ; 
Preſerve the precious bane with anxious care, 
In vagrant luſts to feed a laviſh heir. | 
Others devour ambition's glitt'ring bait, 
To ſweat in purple, and repine in ſtate; 
Devote their pow'rs to ev'ry wild extream, 
For the ſhort pageant of a pompous dream, 
Nor can the mind to full Perfection bring 
The fruits, it early promis'd in the ſpring; 
But in a publick ſphear thoſe virtues fade, 
Which open'd fair, and flouriſh'd in the ſhade. 
So while the night her ebon ſcepter ſways, 
Her fragrant Blooms the * Indian plant diſplays; 
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But the full day the ſhort-liv'd beauties ſhun, 


Elude our hopes, and ficken at the ſun, | A 
Fantaſtic Joys in diſtant views appear, V 
And tempt the man to make the raſh carier. V 
Fame, pow'r, and wealth, which glitter at the goal 8 


Allure his eye, and fire his eager ſoul : | A 
For theſe, are eaſe and innocence reſign'd; 
For theſe he ſtrips ; farewell the tranquil mind ! 
Headſtrong he urges on, till vigour fails, 

And gray experience (but too late!) prevails, 
But, in his ev'ning, view the hoary fool 

When the nerves ſlacken, and the ſpirits cool; 
When joy, and bluſhy youth forſake his face; 
Sickly'd with age, and ſow'r with ſelf-diſgrace. 

No flavour then the ſparkling cups retain, 

Muſick is harſh, the Syren ſings in vain; 

To him what healing balm can art apply, 

Who lives diſeasd with life, and dreads to die? 
In that laſt Scene, by fate in fables dreſt, 

Thy pow'r, triumphat virtue! is confeſt: 

Thy veſtal flames diffuſe cœleſtial light, 

Thro' death's dark vale, and vanquiſh total night: : 
. Lenient of anguiſh, o'er the breaſt prevail, : 
When the gay toys of flattiring fortune fail, 
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Such, happy Twy/dez! (ever be thy name 
Mouin'd by the mute, and fair in deathleſs fame!) 
While the bright effluence of her glory ſhone, 
Were thy laſt hours, and ſuch I wiſh my own: 
So Caſia bruis d, exhales her rich perfumes: 
And incenſe in a fragrant cloud conſumes, 

Moſt ſpoil the boonethat nature's pleas'd t Inpart 
By too much varnifh, or by want of art: 
By ſolid ſcience al her gifts are grac'd; 
Like gems new poliſh'd, and with gold enchas'd, 
Votes to th' unletter'd *{quire the laws allow; 
As Rome receiv'd dictators from the plow : 
But arts, addreſs, and force of genius join, 
To make a Hanmer in the ſenate ſhine. 
Yet, one preſiding pow'r in ev'ry breaſt, 
Receives a ſtronger ſanction than the reſt : 
And they who ſtudy, and diſcern it well, 
Act unreſtrain'd, without deſign excell; 
But court contempt, and err without redreſs, 
Miſſing the maſter-talent they poſſeſs. 
W * * z perhaps in Euclid may ſucceed; 
But ſhall I truſt him to reform my creed? 
In ſweet aſſemblage, ev'ry blooming grace 
Fix love's bright throne in Teraminta's face; 
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With which her faultleſs ſhape and air agree; 
Bur wanting wit, the ſtrives to repartee: 
And ever prone her matchleſs form to wropg, 
Left envy ſhould be dumb, the iends her tongue. 
By long experience D * * may, no doubt, 
Enſnare a gudgeon, or ſometimes a trout ; 
Yet Dryden once exclaim'd (in partial ſpite !)_ 
He Fiſh !-——hecauſe the man attempts to write. 
Oh, if the water-Nymphs were kind to none, 
But thoſe the muſes bath in Helicon; 
In what far diſtant age wou'd Belgia raiſe 
One happy wit, to net the Britiſh ſeas ! 
Nature permits her various gifts to fall 

On various climes, nor ſmiles alike on all: 
The Lacian vales eternal verdure wear, 
And flow'rs ſpontaneous crown the ſmiling year; 
But who manures a wild Norwegian Hill, 
| To raiſe the jes'min, or the coy junquil? 
Who finds the peach among the ſavage ſloes? 
Or in bleak Scythia ſeeks the bluſhing roſe ? 
Here golden grain waves o'er the teeming fields; 
And there the vine her racy purple yields, 
High on the cliffs the Pritiſb oak aſcends, 
Proud to ſurvey the ſeas her pow'r defends; 

7 „ Her 
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Her ſov'reign title to the flag ſhe proves, 
Scornful of ſofter India's ſpicy groves. 


279 


Theſe inſtances, which true in fact we find, 


Apply we to the culture of the mind. 

This ſoil, in early youth improv'd with care, 
The ſeeds of gentle ſcience beſt wiil bear : 
That, which more particles of flame inſpir'd,. 
With glitt'ring arms, and thirſt of fame is fir'd 
Nothing of greatneſs in a third will grow, 
But, barren as it is, twill bear a beau. 

If theſe from nature's genial bent depart, 

In life's dull farce to play a borrow'd part; 
Shou'd the ſage dreſs, and flutter in the Mall, 
Or leave his problems for a birth-night ball : 
Shou'd the rough homicide unſheath his pen, 
And in heroics only, murther men ; 

Shou'd the ſoft fop forſake the ladies charms, 
To face the foe with inoffenſive arms; 

Each wou'd variety of acts afford, 

Fit for ſome new Cervantes to record 
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Whither, you cry, tends all this dry diſcourſe ? 


To prove, like Hudibras, a man's no horſe! 


I look'd for fparkling lines, and ſomething gay 


To friſk my fancy with; but, ſooth to ſay ! 


From 
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From her Apollo now the muſe elopes, 

And trades in ſyliogiſms, more than tropes. 
Faith, ſir, | ſee you nod, but can't forbear ; 
When a friend reads, in honour you mutt hear: 

For all enthuſiaſts, when the fit is ſtrong, 

Indulge a volubility of tongue: 

Their fury triumphs o'er the men of phleam, 

And council-proof, will never balk a theme. 

So Burgeſs on his tripod rav'd the more, 

When round him half the faints began to ſnore. 
To lead us fafe thro' error's thorny maze, 

Reaſon exerts her pure echerial rays: 

But that bright daughter of eternal Day, 

Holds in our mortal frame a dubious ſway. 

Tho' no lethargic fumes the brain inveſt, 

And opiate all her active pow'rs to reſt; 

Tho' on that magazine no fevers ſeize, 

To calcine all her beauteous images: 

Yet baniſh'd from the realms by right her own, 

Paſſion, a blind uſurper, mounts the throne. 

Or to known good preferring ſ pecious ill, 

Reaſon becomes a cully to the will: 

Thus man perverſely fond to roam aſtray, 


Hoodwinks the guide aſſign'd to ſhew the way; i | 
And, 


IMIiSCELLANIES. 28x 

And in life's voyage like the pilot fares, 

Who breaks the compaſs, and contemns the flars, 

To ſteer by meteors, which at random fly, 
Preluding to a tempeſt in the ſky. 

Vain of his ſkill, and led by various views, 

Each to his end a diff rent path perſues; 

And ſeldom is one wretch ſo humble known, 

To think his friend's a better than his own: 

The boldeſt they, who leaſt partake the light; 

As game-cocks in the dark are train'd to fight. 

Nor ſhame, nor ruin can our pride abate, 

But what became our choice, we call our fate, 

Villain, ſaid Zeno to his pilfering flave, 

What frugal nature needs I freely gave; 

With thee my treaſure I depos'd in truſt, 

What cou'd provoke thee now to prove unjuſt ? 

Sir, blame the ſtars, felonious C#lprit cry'd, 

We'll by the ſtatute of the ſtars be try'd. 

If their ſtrong influence all our actions urge, 

Some are foredoom'd to ſteal—and fome to ſcourge: 

The beadle muſt obey the fates decree, 

As powerful deſtiny prevail'd with thee. 

This Heathen logic ſeems to bear too hard 

On me, and many a harmleſs modern bard; 

The 
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The criticks hence may think themſelves decreed 

To jerk the wits, and rail at all they read: 

Foes to the tribe from which they trace their clan, 

As monkies draw their pedigree from man; 

To which (tho' by the. breed our kinds diſgrac'd) 

We grant ſuperior elegance of taſte. 

But in their. own defence the wits obſerve, 

That, by impulſe from heav'n, they write, and ſtarve: 

Their patron planet, with reſiſtleſs Pow'r, | 

| Irradiates ev'ry. poet's natal hour; 

Engend'ring in his head a ſolar heat, 

For which the college has no ſure receipt: 

Elfe from their garrets wou'd they ſoon withdraw, 

And leave the rats to revel in the firaw. 
Nothing ſo much intoxicates the brain, 

As fatt'ry's ſmooth inſinuating bane. 

She on th' unguarded ear employs her art, 

While vain ſelf-love unlocks the yielding heart; 

And reaſon oft' ſubmits when both invade, 

Without aſſaulted, and within betray'd, 

When flatt'ry's magic miſts ſyffuſe the ſight, 

The Don is active, and the Boor polite : 

Her mirror ſhews perfection thro' the whole, 

And ne'er reflects a wrinkle or a mole; 

Each 
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Each character in gay confuſion lies, 

And all alike are virtuous, brave and wiſe: 
Nor fail her fulſome arts to ſooth our pride, 
Tho' praiſe to venom turns if wrong apply d. 
Me thus ſhe whiſpers while I write to you: 
Draw forth a banner'd hoſt in fair review ; 
Then ev'ry muſe invoke thy voice to raiſe, 
Arms and the man to ſing in lofty lays; 

Whoſe aftive bloom heroic deeds employ, 

Such as the fon of Thetis * ſung at Troy; 

When his high ſounding lyre his valour rais'd; 
To emulate the demi-gods he prais' d. 

Like him the Briton, warm at honour's call, 

At fam'd Blaragnia quell'd the bleeding Gaul; 
By France the genius of the fight confeſt, 

For which our patron ſaint adorns his breaſt. 
Is this my friend, who fits in full content, 
Jovial, and joking with his Men of Kent; 

And never any ſcene of ſlaughter ſaw, 

But thoſe who fell by phyfick or the law ? 
Why is he for exploits in war renown'd, 

| Deck'd with a ftar, with bloody laurels crown'd ? 
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O often prov'd, and ever found fincere ! 
Too honeft is thy heart, thy ſenſe too clear, 
On theſe encomiums to vouchſafe a ſmile, 
Which only can belong to great Argyle. 

But moſt among the brethren of the bays, 
The dear enchantreſs all her charms diſplays, 
In the ſly commerce of alternate praiſe, 
If, for his father's fins condemn'd to write, 
Some young half. feather'd poet takes a flight; 
And to my touchſtone brings. a puny ode, 
Which Swift, and Pope, and Prior wou'd explode; 
Tho' ev'ry ſtanza glitters thick with ſtars, 
And goddeſſes deſcend in ivory cars : 
Is it for me, to prove in ev'ry- part 
The piece irregular, by laws of art? | 
His genins looks but aukward, yet his fate - 
May raiſe him to be premier bard of ſtate ; 
I therefore bribe his ſuffrage to my fame, | | 
Revere his judgment, and applaud his fame: | 
Then cry, in ſeeming tranſport while I ſpeak, . 
. Tis well for Pindar that he dealt in Greek! 
He conſcious of deſert, accepts the praiſe, 


And courteons, with increaſe the debt repays: 
8 Boileau's 
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| Botleau's a Muſhroom if compar'd to me; 

And, Horace, I diſpute the palm with thee! 

Both raviſh'd, ſing Te Phabum for ſucceſs ; 

Riſe ſwift, ye laurels ! boy! beſpeak the preſs — 
Thus on imaginary praiſe we feed; 

Each writes till all refuſe to print, or read: 
From the records of fame condemn'd to pals 

To * Briſquet's calendar, a rubrick Afs. 

Few, wond'rous few! are eagle-ey' d to find 
A plain diſeaſe or blemifh in the mind: | 
Few can, tho' wiſdom fhou'd their health inſure; 
Diſpaſſionate and cool attend a cure, 

In youth diſus'd obey the needful reign. 
Well pleas'd a ſavage liberty to gain, 

We fate the keen deſire of ev'ry ſenſe; 
-And lull our age in thoughtleſs indolence. 
Yet all are Solons in their own conceit, 
Tho', to ſupply the vacancy of wit, 
Folly, and pride impatient of controul, 
The ſiſter-twins of floath, poſſeſs the ſoul. 
By Kneller were the gay Pumilio drawn, 
Like great Alcides, with a back of brawn: 
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I ſcarcely think his picture wou'd have pow'r, 
To make him fight the champions of the tow'r: 
Tho' lions there are tolerably tame, 
And civil as the court from which they came, 

But yet without experience, ſenſe or atts, 
Pumilio boaſts ſufficiency: of parts; 
Imagines he alone is amply fit 
To guide the ftate, or give the ffamp to wit: 
Pride paints the mind with an heroic air, 
Nor finds he a defect of vigour there, 

When ?Philomel of old eſſay'd to ſing, 

And in his roſy progreſs hail'd the ſpring; 
Th' aerial ſongſters liſt'ning to the lays, | 
By filent extaſy confeſt her praiſe, 
At length, to rival her enchanting note. 


The peacock ſtrains the diſcord of his throat; 
In n hope his hideous ſhrieks would grateful prove; 


But the nice audience hoot him thro' the grove, 
Conſcious of wanted wotth, and juſt diſdain, 
Low'ring his creſt, he creeps to Juno's fane: 
To his protectreſs there reveals the caſe; 
And for a ſweeter voice devoutly prays. 

Then thus reply'd the radiant goddeſs; known 
By her fair rowling eyes, and ratt'ling tone. 

My 
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My fav'rite Bird! of all the feather'd kind, 

Each ſpecies had peculiar gifts aſlign'd. 

The tow'ring eagles, to the realms of light 
By their ſtong pounces claim a regal right: 

The wan, contented with an humbler fate, 
Low on the fiſhy river rows in ſtate: 

Gay. ſtarry plumes thy length of train bedeck, 
And the green em'rald twinkles on thy neck; 

But the poor nightingale, in mean attire, 

Is made chief warbler of the wood and choir. 

Theſe various bounties were diſpos'd above, 

And ratify'd th' unchanging Will of Jove: 

Diſcern thy talent, and his laws adore ; 

Be what thou wert deſign'd, nor aim at more. 
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tradiction, the dangerous Tendency of a late Poem, 
mtituled, the Rape of the Lock, to Government 
and Religion. By Eſdras Barnevelt Apoth, The 
third Edition with Cuts. Price 15, 64. 
The Temple of Fame: A Poem, by Mr. Pops, 
The ſecond Edition, with a Frontiſpiece. Price 16. 
The Aſſembly. An Heroi-Comical Poem. In 
five Canto's. By Mr. Richard Barford, price 1s, 
The Works of Mr. George Farquhar , contain- 
ing all his Letters, Poems, Eſſays, and Comedies 
publiſh'd in his Life-time, wiz. Love and a Bottle, 
The Conſtant Couple; or, a Trip to the Jubilee, 
Sr Harry Mild-Air. Inconſtant; or, the way to 
Win him. The Twin Rivals. The Recruiting 


Officer. And the Beaux Stratagem, 6th Edition. 


price 6s. 
The lliad of Homer, tranſlated from the Greet 


into blank Verſe, by Mr. Ozel, Mr. Brome, and Mr. 
Oidifworth, To which are added, a Preface, the 
Lite of Homer, and Notes by Madam Dacier: Illu- 
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ftrated with 26 Cuts, copy'd by the beſt Gravers 
from Paris, deſign'd by Coypel. In five Volumes 
twelves. The ſecond Edition. price 125. 64. 1 

A Critical Diſcourſe upon the Iliad of Homer. 
Tranflated from the French of Monſieur de la Motte, 
a Member of the French Academy, by Mr. Iheobald. 
price 1s. | | 

The Odes, Epodes, and Carmen Seculare of Ho- 
race, in Latin and Engliſu: With a Tranſlation of 
Dr. Bentley; Notes. To which are added Notes 
upon Notes, by ſeveral Hands. price 108. Ditto 
without Notes 25. | . 

The Works of Virgil, tranſlated by the Right 
Honourable the Earl of Lauderdale, printed in two 
Volumes Twelves, with a new Ekiver Letter 
price 6s, 

The Works of the celebrated and ancient Eng- 
liſu Poet Geoffrey Chauter; carefully compared, not 
only with former Editions of Value, but with ma- 
ny rare and ancient Manuſcripts: From the collat- 
ing of which the Text is in a great meaſure reſtor'd 
and perfected: Many Errors and Corruptions that 
have crept in and continued in all the Editions hi- 
therto printed, are amended; and many whole 
Lines omitted in all the printed Editions are inſerted 
in their proper Places. Three entire new Tales 
of this Author in Manuſcript (never before printed) 
have been recovered, and are added to this Edi- 
tion. By which Alterations, Additions and A- 
mendments this Work is, in a manner, become 
new. A more uſeful and copious Gloſſary for the 
better underſtanding of this Poet than has yet been 
printed, is added at the End. Begun by John 
Urry, late ſtudent of Chriſi- Church, and compleated 
by others of that College, price 30. the large, and 
II. 155, the {mall Paper, 
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Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, by his Grace the 
Duke of Buckingham, Mr. Wycherly, Lady Win- 


chelſea, the Reverend Mr. Ward, Sir Samuel Garth, 


Mr. Rowe, Mrs. Singer, Bevil Higgons, Eſq; c. 
Price 3s. 6d. 

A Collection of Poems in two Volumes. Being 
all the Miſcellanies of Mr. Villiam Shakſpear which 
were publlihed by himſelf in the Year 1690, and 
now correctly printed from thoſe Editions. Price 3s. 

Poems on ſeveral Occations; wirh the Tragedy 


of Mariamne. By Mr. Eliſha Fenton. Price 45. 64. 
A Letter to the Knight of the Sable Shield. 


Haber Bibliopola Tryphon, By Mr. Fenton. Price 64. 

Mr. Arch-deacon Parnel's Poems publiſh'd by Mr. 
Pope and Mr. Jervas. With Mr. Pope's Dedicatian 
to the Right Honourable the Earl of Oxford. The 
ſecond Edition. Price 3s. 6. „ 

Homer's Battle of the Frogs and Mice. An He- 
roick Poem. With the Remarks of Zoilus: To 
which is prefix'd the Life of Zoilus. Price 18. 6d. 

| Vide quam iniqui ſunt divinorum munerun eftimas 

tores, etiam quidam profeſſt ſapientiam. Seneca. 

Poems on ſeveral Occaſions: Together with the 


Song of the three Children paraphras'd. By the 
Lady Chudleigh. The third Edition Price 2s, GGW. 


A Letter to a Lady, occaſion'd by the Arrival 
of her royal Highneſs the Princeſs of Wales. By 
Mr. Gey. Pie 6d, 

Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, By Mr. John Gay. 
In two Volumes, printed on Royal Paper, in Quarta, 


Price 11. 5s, bound. 


His jocamur ludimus, amamus, dolemus, querimur, 
iraſcimur, deſcribimus aliquid modo preſſius, modo ela- 
tis: atque ipſa varietate tentamus efficers, ut alia 
aliis, quædam ſortaſſe onſnibus plactant. Plin. Epift. 

the What-d'ye-call-!it: A Tragi-comi-paſtoral 


Farce. As it is acted at the Theatre Royal in 
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Drury-Lane, By Mr. Gay, The third Edition; 
Price 1s. 

Trivia: or, The Art of walking in the Streets 
of London. By Mr. Gay. Price 15. 

To the Right Honourable the Earl of Burlington, 
an Epiſtle in a Journey to Exeter: A Poem. To 
Her Royal Highneſs the Princeſs of Wales, on her 
Arrival in England. A Poem. Both by Mr. Gay. 
Price 64. 

The Motto's in the five Volumes of the Tat- 
lers, of the eight Volumes of the Spectators, and 
two Volumes of Guardians. Price 2s. 

Muſcipula ſive Cambro-moyo-machia : Proving from 
Antiquity, the Welſþ to be the firſt Inventors of 
Mouſe-Traps: A Latin Poem. Price 64. | 

Poemata Theodori Bezæ. Verelii; quibus con- 
tinentur Sylva, Elogia , Epitaphia, Icones, Epigram- 
mata. Qu juvenis adhuc ingenii exercitandi gratia 
conſcripſit, & divulgari paſſus eſt, Price 15. 

Poet a Ruſticantis Literatum Otium : Sive Carmine 
Andreæ Franciſci Landeſſi. Secundo Editis prior 
Auctior. Price 18. | 
The Art of Cookery, in Imitation of Horace's 
Art of Poetry. With ſome Letters to Dr. Lifter 
and others, occaſion'd principally by the Title of 
a Book publifh'd by the Doctor, being the Works 
of Apicius Cœlius, concerning the Soups and Sau- 
ces of the Ancients: With an Extract of the great- 
eſt Curioſities contain'd in this Book, To which 
is added, Horace's Art of Poetry in Latin. By Dr. 
King. Price bound 1s, 64. 


The Art of Love, in Imitation of Ovid de Arte 


Amandi: With a Preface containing a more part1- 
cular Account of the Life of Ovid, than has been 
_ hitherto publiſhed by the Latin, French, or Engliſh 
Authors, By Dr. King. Price 3s. Gd. 
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An Eſſay on the Invention of Samplers, by a 
School Miſtreſs of Hackney. Natural Obſervations 
made in the School of Llanduuſorbhuy. Taylors 
and Millers prov'd to be no Thieves. AMeurfiuss 
Treatiſe of the Grecian Games. The Plays of the 
Grecian Boys and Girls. A Method to teach learn- 
ed Men how to write unintelligibly. Some impor- 
tant Queries whether a Woman may lay a Child 
to an Eunuch? Additions to Mr. Leeuwenhoeck's 
Microſcopical Obſervations upon the Tongue: 
Shewing the ſeveral Particles proper for Prattling, 
Tattling, Pleading, Haranguing, Lying, Flattering, 
Scolding, exc. Of the Migration of Cuckoo's: With 
Remarks on Bird's Neſts. Obſervations on the 
Tripal Veſſels. An Hiſtorical and Chronological 
Account of conſecrated Clouts. YJaſper-Hans-Van- 
Slonenbergh's Voyage to Cajamai, By Dr, King 
of Chriſt-Chuch, Oxon, Price 3s. 

Uſeful Miſcellanies. Containing I. A Preface 
of the Publiſher of the Tragi-Comedy of Joan of 
Hedington, Il. The Tragi-Comedy of Joan He- 
dington, in Imitation of Shakeſpear, III. Some 
Account of Horace's Behaviour during his ſtay at 
Trinity College in Cambridge: With an Ode to en- 
treat his Departure thence. Together witn a Co- 
py of his Medal taken out of Trinity College But- 
tery. By Dr. King. Price 6d. : 

An Hiſtorical Account of the Heathen Gods 
and Heroes neceflary for the Underſtanding of 


the ancient Poets. Being an Improvement of 


whatever has been written hitherto by the Greek, 
Latin, Fyench, and Engliſh Authors upon that Sub- 
jet, For the Uſe of Weſtminſter and all other 
Schools, and for the Readers of Mr. Pope's Homer 


and Engliſo Claſſicks. Price 25. 


Four Books publiſhed by Mr, Thomas Johnſon late 
( A 
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(.) A Collection of Nouns and Verbs, to be 
form'd and declin'd by Children of the loweſt 
Form : So contriv'd, that all the Rules and Excep- 
tions of that part of the Grammer which relates to 
the declining of Nouns and Verbs, may be fre- 


quently inculcated and rivited in their Minds, To- 


gether with an Enzliſh Syntax, containing all the 
Latin Rules, in an Order ſo obvious to Chilaren, 
that they ſeldom fail lighting upon the Governing 
Word with Eaſe and Certainty. Price 1s. 

(II). Decerpia ex Ovidii Faſtis. Price 18. 

(III.) Decerpia ex Ovidu Metamorphoſewn. Price Is. 

(IV.) Phedrus Auguſti Cœſaris Liberti Fabularum 
Eſopiarum libri quinque cum paraphraſi perpetua. 
Price 1s, | 

Quintus Curtius's Hiſtory of the Wars of Alex- 
ander. To which is prefix'd Freinſhemeius's Sup- 


plement, The ſecond Edition. In which are ad- 


ded, a Map and eighteen Copper Plates. An Ac- 
count of thoſe Plates. The Judgment of learned 
Men concerning the Age, Condition, Style, and 
Hiſtory. of Vintus Curtius. The Genealogy of 
Alexander, and the Epitome of his Life; as alſo 
the Diviſton of the Macedonian Empire among! 
his Followers after his Death, and the Tables 
of that Diviſion according to Curtius, Arrian, Dio- 


dorus ſiculus, Oroſius, &c. In two Volumes Twelves, 


8 | | 
The Lives of illuftrious Men. Done into En- 
gli from the Original Latin of C Nepos, Non plu- 
ribus impar. Price 28. 64d. 

Pralectiones poeticæ: in Schola naturalis philoſophis 
Oxon, Habitæ. Auftore Joſepho Trapp, M. A. Coll. 
Wadi, & prælectore publico lecturæ poeticæ, à viro in- 
ſigniſſimo D. Henrico Birłhead, L L. D. Coll. Omniam 
Animarum olim ſocio in celeberrimmu Univerſitate Oxo- 
nienſi nuper ſundata. Editio ſecunda. Price 55. 4 
| hn 


ad da a. Ac 


BERNARD LIiNTOT. 


An Ode; humbly inſcrib'd to the King; Oc- 
calion'd by his Majeſty's moſt auſpicious Suc- 
ceſſion and Arrival. Written in the Stanxza and 
Meaſure of Spincer. By the Reverend Mr, Croxall. 
Price 15. 

A Poem on the Death of Mr. John Philips. By 
Edmund Smith of Chriſt Church. Oxon Price 6d. 

A Paraphraſe upon ſome ſelect Pſalms. By the 
Reverend Mr. Richard Daniel, Dean of Armagh in 
Treland. Price 3s. 

A Treatiſe upon the Modes: Or, a Fabse well to 
French Kicks. Eſt modus in rebus. The Modes de- 
pend upon the Senſe, Price 15. | 

Tales Tragical and Comical, viz. Abradalus and 
Panthea; or, Love and Honour in Perfection. Hell 
beyond Hell; or, the Devil and Madamoiſelle. Fe- 
male Revenge: or, the Queen of Tombardy. The 
Night Adventures; or, the Country Intriegue. Fa- 
fal Piety; or, the Royal Converts. The broken 
Commandments; or, the Heir adopted, From 
the Proſe of ſome famous antique alian, Spaniſh, 
and French Authors. By Mr, D'Urfey Price 4d. 

Callipedia: Or, the Art of getting pretty Children, 
With Cuts. By Mr. Oldiſw¾orth. Price 15. 

Reflections Critical and Satyrical upon a late 
Rhapſody, call'd, An Eſſay on Criticiſm, written 
by Mr, Pope. By Mr. Dennis. Price 64. 

An Eſſay on publick Spirit: Being a Satyr in 
Profe upon the Luxury of the Times, the Chief 
Sources of our preſent Parties and Dirnen By 
Mr. Dennis. Price 6d. 

The Grounds of Criticiſm in Poetry, contain'd 
in ſome new Diſcoveries, never made before, re- 
quiſite for the writing and judging of Poems ſurely, 
By Mr. Dennis. Price Ss: 


An 
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An Eſſay on the Genius and Writings of Shake- 
ſpear ; With ſome Letters of Criticiſm to the Spec- 
tator. By Mr. Dennis. Price 1s, 

Remarks upon Cato: A Tragedy. By Mr. Den- 
nis Price 1s. 

Prunella: An Interlude, perform'd in the Re- 
hearſal, at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. The 
Scene and Mufick collected from the moſt famous 
Maſters by Mr. Airs, for the Advantage of Mr. 
Eſtcourt. Price 6d. ; | 

The Tell-Tale; or, the invifible Witneſs ; be- 
ing the ſecret Obſervations of Philologus, upon the 
private Actions of human Life, By Mr, Cibber. 
Face tx. | 
The ſecret Hiſtory of Arlus and Odolphus. Mini- 
ſters of State to the Empreſs of Grandin/ula: In 
which are diſcover'd the labour'd Artificers for- 
merly us'd for the Removal of Arlus, and the 
true Cauſes of his late Reſtoration upon the Diſ- 
miſſion of Odolphus, and the Qinquinvirate. Hum- 
bly offer d to thoſe good People of Grandinſula, 


who have not yet done wondering why that Prin- 


ceſs ſhould change ſo notable a Miniſtry, Price 64. 
By Mr. Cibber . 
The Life and Character of Marcus Portius. Cato 


Uticenſis: Collected from the beſt antient Greek and 


Latin Authors, and deſign'd for the Readers of Cato, 
a Tragedy. Price 6d. | | 

* Dialogus de Procis, ſive de ambitu nuptiarum nu- 
perrimus. Price 6d. | | 

The Works of La Mothe le Vayer, Counſellor o 

State. Containing ſix Days Converſation between 
ſeveral Gentlemen, viz. I. That the beſt Authors 
are liable to miſtake. II.. The greateſt Authors 

had need to be fayourably interpreted, ec. Price: 
14. | : 5 
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Annotations on the Tatler. Written in French 
by Monſieur Bournelle, and tranſlated into Engliſh 
by Walter Wagſtaff, Eſq; In two Vols, Price 25. 


England's Neweſt Way in all ſorts of Cookery, 


Paſtry, and all Pickles that are fit to be uſed; a- 
dorn'd with Copper Plates, ſetting forth the Man- 
ner of placing Diſhes upon Tables; and the new- 
eſt Faſhion of Mince-pyes. By Henry Howard, free 
Cook of London, and late Cook to his Grace the 
Duke of Ormond, and ſince to the Earl of Salis- 
bury, and Earl of Winchelſea, To which are ad- 
ded the beſt Receipts for making Cakes, Mack- 
roons, Biſkets, Gingerbread, French Bread; as allo 
for Preſerving, Conſerving, Candying, and drying 
Fruits, confectioning and making of Creams, Syl- 
labubs, and Malmulades of ſeveral Sorts, likewiſe 
Additions of beautifying Waters, and other Cu- 
riofities; as alſo above fifty new Receipts are ad- 
ded, which renders the whole Work compleat, 
The fifth Edition. Price 2s. 64, 

The Works of Mr. Edmund Smith, late of 
Chriſt-:hurch, Oxford: Containing, I. Phadra and 
Hyppolitus, II. A Poem on the Death of Mr. John 
Philips. III. Bodleian Speech. IV. Pocockius, &c. 
To which is prefix'd his Character, by Mr. Oldiſ 
worth; and his Epitaph by the Reverend Mr, 
Adams of Chriſt Church. Price 1s. Gd. 


By Sir Richard Steel. 


The Funeral; or, Grief A-la-mode. The Ten- 
der Husband; or, the accompliſh'd Fools. The 
Lying Lover; or, the Ladies Friendſhip, Con- 
ſcious Lovers, 1 
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By Mr. Baker. 


The Humours of the Age. Tunbridge Walks; 
or, the Yeomen of Kent. Oxford Act Hamſtead 
Heath, The Fine Ladies Airs. 


By Mr. Cibber. 


Love's Laſt Shift; or, the Fool in Faſhion. 


Richard the III. Xerxzes, Love makes a Man; or 
the Fop's Fortune. She wou'd, and She wou'd 
not. Careleſs Husband, Lady's Laſt Stake: or, 
the Wite's Relentment. Rival Fools. Venus and 
Adonis. Cinna's Conſpiracy. Amena; or, the He- 
roic Daughter. The Nonjuror. The Refulal; 
or, the Lady's Philoſophy. Perrolla and Izadora, 
The Comical Lovers, 


By Mr, Saber, 


The Loyal Brother; or, the Perſian Prince. 
Diſappointment; or, the Mother in Faſhion. Sir 
Anthony Love; or, the Rambling Lady. The Wife's 
Excuſe; or, Cuckolds make themſelves. The 
Maid's laſt Prayer; or, any rather than. fail, The 
fatal Marriage; or, the Innocent Adultery. Orc- 
woko. Fate of Capua. The Spartan Dame. An 
Epiſtle to Mr. Southern, By Mr, Fenton. | 


By Mr. Gay. 


Three Hours after Marriage. The Wife of 
Bath, The What-d'y-call-it, A Tragi-comi-Pa- 
ſtoral Farce. The Mohocks. A Farce. 


By Mrs. Pix. 
The Double-Diſtreſs * Metamorphoſis. 


By 
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By Mr. Rave 


The ambitious Step-mother. Tamerlane. Fair 
Penitent. The Biter, Ulyſſes, Royal Convert, 
Jane Shore, Jane Gray. 


Sop hoc les's Tragedies tranſlated. 
Ajax, Elefira, Edipus, All from the Greek, 
| By Mr, Xulegrew, 
Chit-Chat. A Comedy. | 
| By Mr. Johnſon. 


Fortune in her Wi:s. Love and Liberty The 
Maſquerade. 


The Lawyer's Fortune; or, Love i in a Hollow- 
Free 


By Mr. Dennis. 


Libe rty aſſerted. Appius and Virginia, The 
Modiſh Huſband, The Double Diftreſs. The Me- 
tamorphoſis. | 

The Fair Example; or, the Modiſh Citizens, 

: By Mr. Owen, | 


Hypermneſtra; or, Love in Tears. 
By Mr. D'Orſey. | | 
The Old Mode, and the New. The Modern 


Prophets. 


By Mr. Centliver. 1 

Love's Contrivance; or, Le Medicine malg e lui. | 
The Buſy Body. The Maſquerade. A Poem in- 4 
{crib'd to the Duke D Aumont, Price 4d. The | 
| Quaker's þ 
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Quaker's Wedding. By Mr. Willinſon. The Czar of 
Muſcovy. A Tragedy. Squire Trelooby. By Mr, 
Ozel, Vice reclaim'd; or, the paſſionate Miſtreſs. 
As you find it. The Amorous Miſer; or, the 
Younger the Wiſer. Different Widows. Perkin 
Marbeck. Elfred A Tragedy By Mr. Aaron Hill, 
The Walking Statute. The Fair Quaker of Deal; 

or, the Humours of the Navy, The Modiſh Hus- 
band. By Mr. Burnaby. 

The celebrated Works of Monſieur de Moliere: 
Containing all his Comedies, Interludes, exc. With 
a large Account of his Life and remarkable Death; 
who, as he was acting the Part of Death in one 
of his Plays, was taken ill and dy'd a few Hours 
after. To which are added, Extracts out of di- 
vers Authors, concerning ſeveral Circumſtances re- 
lating to the Life of Moliere, as likewiſe Judgment 
upon ſome of his Pieces: Alſo his Eſſigies engrav'd 
on Copper from an Original, by Mr. Vertue Print- 
ed in ſix Volumes in Twelves, on a fine Pa- 
per and Elziver Letter, Price 15s. 

Venus and Adonis, A Maſk, As it 1s preſented 
at the Theatre-Royal. Written by Mr. Cibber, 
and ſet to Muſick by Dr. Pepuſch, r 6d, 
Farquhar's Plays. 

Letters of Love and Galantry. 

Mrs. Philip's Letters. 

Remarks on ſeveral Parts of Europe. 

Freſno ys Art of Painting. 

Count de Gabelais. 

Clergyman's Recreation, in the Art of Gardening, 
Wiqueforts Embaſſador. 

Hittory of the Saracens, u Vols, 


